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The Nerve of Napoleon 


by Juliet Garver 


Characters 
Farner, Jim Bowen 
Moruer, Louise Bowen 
CAROLINE | 
Amy 
PeGcGcy 
CHARLIE } 
Miss STEWART 
JOSEPHINE 
SHarpy WILLMAN 
NAPOLEON 
TIME: One evening, afler dinner. 
SeTrine: The Bowen living room. 
At Rise: Farner is reading the paper. 
MOorHER is sewing. 


( their children 


reading a movie magazine and chew- 
ing gum enthusiastically. Praay is 
playing with a lump of clay, rolling 
ut into different shapes. CHARLIE is 
reading a lng, heavy book, obviously 
fascinated and in another world. 
Amy walks over and stares at CHARLIE 
a moment, shaking her head. 
Amy: I see it but I don’t believe it. 
CuHariLie (Without looking up): Go 


way. 


CAROLINE 78 


Amy: You still reading that book about 
Napoleon? 

Cuarue (Looks up, defiantly): Yeah. 
I’m still reading it. I happen to like 
this book. Napoleon Bonaparte was 
agreat man...a—~ aman of daring. 

Pracy: Well... 

FATHER: So just because they call you 
“Bony” you’ve become interested in 
the life of Napoleon. 

CAROLINE: Hypnotized is more like it. 
Maybe it’s because of his sudden in- 
terest in Josephine. 

CHARLIE: You be quiet! 

Fatruer: Napoleon’s wife, Josephine? 

CAROLINE: Oh no. . 
Josephine of his own. 

FaTHER (Pleased): Hey .. . you’ve been 
keeping something from me, son. 

Moruer: I didn’t know you had a girl, 
Charlie. 

PrecGy: He doesn’t really. 

Amy: He just wishes he had the nerve 
to ask her for a date. He just sits 
and looks at her longingly .. . ah 
me... across the aisle in geometry. 


. Charlie has a 





Cuaruie (Upset): It’s just a lot of silly 
talk. I—-I just sit across the aisle 
from her in geometry, and I... 
sometimes I help her with her prob- 
lems andI...uh... (Phone rings. 
Cuaruieé looks at it, relieved.) I'd 
better answer the phone. (Goes to 
phone) Hello? Yeah. . 
What? Oh no! ... You sure you 
mean me? No... well, I couldn’t! 
.. . IT couldn’t possibly run for Stu- 
dent Council president! . .. Why not? 
I have a dozen reasons! In the first 
place, I don’t like to make speeches. 
And in the second place, I don’t want 
all that responsibility. .. . O.K., so 
I’m scared! .. . Sure I realize it’s an 
honor to be Student Council presi- 
dent. But I’m not your man! 


. speaking. 


CaRro.ine (Looking up from magazine): 
He’s not a man — period. 

Cuaruie (Into phone): No, no... I 
don’t want torun...no...uh... 
thanks anyway. . . 
day in 


. See you Mon- 

school — oh and thanks 
again. "Bye now. (Hangs up phone) 
Gosh! They want me to run for 
Student Council president. 

Peccy: We’re all just as surprised as 
you are, 

Amy: Everybody 
turned it down. 
Amy dashes for it.) 

CuHaruie (Amused but scornful): She 
ought to be on the track team. 

Amy (Into phone, breathless): Hello? 
Oh yes...uhhuh... 
you... 

Farner: Well, that takes care of our 
phone for the evening. Nobody’ll be 
able to break through the sound 
barrier now. 

Amy (Into phone): You really think so. 


have 
rings. 


else must 


(Phone 


(Giggles) Oh, 


Moruer: Charlie, why didn’t you want 
to run for Student Council president? 

Farner: Yes, I’ve been wondering 
about that too. 

Cuaruie: Well, I... look, if they want 
me to help with the campaign, O.K. 
And I don’t mind plugging the other 
candidates or working behind the 
scenes. That’s it...I like staying 
behind the scenes. 

Farner (Shakes his head): 1 don’t 
know. He doesn’t get that from my 
side of the family. 

Amy (Into phone): Now I call that a 
real shame. 

Cuaruie: Look, is there any law that 
says I have to run for president? 
Fatruer: No law, but... well... I'd 
be kind of proud of you, Charlie, if 

you ran for president. 

SHARLIE: Dad, it’s just not for me, 

that’s all. I’m no politician. (Goes 
over to table, takes a candy from bowl, 
takes off gold foil wrapper, pops 
candy into his mouth) Mm. . . this is 
good candy. 
and eats it.) 

Amy (Into phone): Uh huh... I sure 
will... . ’Bye now, Buddy. (Hangs 
up. To others) Well, according to 
Buddy Warren, the Student Council 
election’s practically in the bag. It 
looks like nobody has the nerve to 
stand up against Sharpy Willman 
and his gang. 

Moruer: Sharpy Willman — that 
bully I always see slouching around 
the school yard? 

CuHaruie (Despondently): Yeah, that’s 
the one. 

Fatuer: But you can’t let him be 
president, Charlie. — You 
run 


~ 


(Takes another piece 


have to 


it’s your responsibility. 





CHARLIE: Dad, I just can’t — (Door- 
bell rings.) Ill get it. (He goes to 
door. Muss Srewart enters.) Oh, 
Miss Stewart ... come on in... . 

Miss Srewart (Enthused): Charles, I 
came to tell you the good news! I 
didn’t want to wait till Monday. 
(She walks towards the others.) 


Farner: Good news? What good 
news? 

Miss Srewartr: Charles won the 
composition contest “What 


Makes A Good Citizen”! Charles 
won first prize! I’m so proud of him. 
I was one of the judges and we just 
reached a decision a few minutes ago. 

Moruner: Why, Charlie! 
derful! 

Miss Srewart: Let me be the first to 
congratulate you. 

CHARLIE (Overwhelmed): Well, gee .. . 
gee, thanks... gee, thanks! 

Miss Srewarr: And next Monday 
night in the auditorium, 
Charles will be awarded first prize, 
a $50.00 United States Savings 
Bond. 

Prccy: Now you can pay me back the 
two dollars you owe me, Charlie. 

Moruer: Peggy . . . 

Miss Srewarr: Of course, 
will have to make a speech. 

CuaruiE: A speech! Me? Ohno... I 
mean, couldn’t the judges mail me 
the award? I mean, it might save 
them a lot of bother... might save 
everybody a lot of trouble. 

Miss Stewart (Smiling): My, did you 
ever see such modesty? 

CHARLIE (Looking sick): Do I have to 
make a speech? 

Miss Srewarr: Just a short 
Charles, about five minutes. 


How won- 


school 


Charles 


one, 


CHARLIE: Five minutes is like a life- 
time out in front of an audience! 
CAROLINE (Dramatically): I wish I 
had that chance. I’d love to play to 
an audience, hold them enthralled 

.. . look into a sea of faces... . 

CHARLIE: I’m at sea all right. What 
am I going to talk about? What am 
I going to say? I — I think I’m get- 
ting laryngitis. 

Miss Srewarr: Oh, don’t worry, 
Charles. If you want some help on 
your speech, I’ll help you Monday 
after school. Well, I'll be running 
along. . . congratulations again. 

CHARLIE ( Unenthusiastically ) : Thanks. 

Miss Srewarr: Gov ul-bye, everybody! 
(She exits. ) 

CAROLINE: Say, maybe Josephine will 
sit in the first row. 

CHARLIE (Moaning): Everything hap- 
pens to me! 

PreaGy: Yeah, this is your bad day all 
right. First, they ask you to run for 
Student Council president and now 
you’ve won the composition contest. 
I wonder what horrible thing is going 
to happen to you next. 

CuHaruiz: Never mind the 
(Goes over to candy bowl, helps him- 
self) 

Moruner: Charlie, if you don’t stop 
eating candy, you’re going to upset 
your stomach. You can’t possibly be 
hungry after all that dinner. (CHARLIE 
eats another qece.) 

Amy: No, but he gorges himself on 
candy, anyway. (Phone rings.) 

Pracy: It’s probably Washington call- 
ing. ‘They probably want Charlie to 
be the first Child President. 

CaRrouine: I’m sure you'll turn them 


sarcasm, 


down. (Phone rings again.) 








Moruer (Answers phone): Hello? Ob 
yes —— just a minute. It’s for you, 
Caroline .. . a girl calling. 

CAROLINE (Obviously disappointed ):Oh, 
all right. (She goes to phone.) Hello? 
Oh hi, Josephine .. . 

CHaruie (Upset): 
here for? 


What’s she calling 


Peccy: Why are you so green around 
the gills? : 
HARLIE: Who? Me? 
AROLINE (Into phon 


~ 


Well, sure, 
Josephine, I’d be glad to be on the 
dance committee, and Peggy and 
We'll help 
. oo All sight... 
We can meet over here later this 
evening. . . 


Amy would too. Sure. 


all we can. Uh huh. 


. Oh don’t worry about 
that. Charlie can walk you home if 
it gets late. ... 

Cuaruie: Hey, wait a minute 

CarnoLineE (Into phone): O.K., Jose- 
phine, see you later. "Bye. (//angs 
up) 

Cuaruiet: What’s this about my walk- 
ing Josephine home? 

CanroLine: You just don’t appreciate 
what I’m trying to do for you. 

Cuaruie: I sure don’t! 

Peacy: It'll be much 
walking home with Josephine than 


more romantic 


sitting across the aisle from her in 
geometry... . 

Amy: Yeah 
others 


you and thirty-eight 
(Takes 


of candy, hands it to Amy) 


Cuariie: | guess you’re right. 
prece 


Here's 


my appreciation. 


i Spanish doubloon, to show 
Amy takes candy 

laughingly, pops it into her mouth.) 
Morner: C'mon, girls, I need a 
clean-up crew in the kitchen if we’re 


to be finished before Josephine ar- 


rives. (Moruer and the three girls 
exw.) 

Cuaruigé: Dad, I’ve been wanting to 
ask you something ...uh...man to 
man... 


Farner: Sure. Go ahead. 

Cuaruie: Did you feel like this when 
you were growing up? 

Farner: Like what? 

Cuaruie: I don’t know. Sometimes I 
wish I could craw! into a nice, dark 
cave and stay there. 

Farner (Getling angry): What kind of 
an attitude is that? 

Cuaruie (Discouraged): Forget it 
forget I said anything. 

Faruer: Charlie, I never felt like that 
in my entire life — like a mouse 
and I don’t understand it in you. 
We Bowens were always out in 
front 

Cuaruie: Yeah, I guess you’re right. 

Farner (Shakes his head): Charlie, I 
don’t know... I just don’t know. 
You must take after your Mother’s 
side of the family. They’re all scared 


real leaders. 


of their own shadows, 

CHaruie (Goes over and picks up book 
of Napoleon, sits down, opens book): 
This is a terrific book... Napoleon... 

Farner (Yawns): Think I'll go take a 
short nap. Always get sleepy after 
dinner. (/xits) 

CHARLIE 
uith a 


(Look, 8 al book, then close su 
What did he say? 
... Tl bet 


any- 


sigh 
Scared of my own shadow 
wasn’t scared of 


Napoleon 
thing, ever. Opens book and 
reads aloud) “He could personally 
direct complicated military maneu- 
vers and at the same time control the 
press, the detailed French police 
system, the intricate foreign policy 











and the home government of the 

people.” (Whistles in admiration) 

What a man what a man! 

(NAPOLEON struts onstage. Nove: 

If possible, NAPoLEON should be 

given special lighting, to suggest that 

he is invisible everyone 

CHARLIE.) 

NAPOLEON: You were, of course, speak- 
ing about me. 

CuHaruizé (Puzzled): Who 
you? 

NaApPoLeon: I am the great Napoleon 
.. . Napoleon the First . . . you do 
not recognize me? 

Cuaruie: Yes, I — but you can’t be! I 
mean... I don’t understand... . 
NaApoLeon: Many strange things in 
the world, yes? One minute I am 
peaceful in my grave under the 
dome of the Hotel des Invalides in 
Paris, next to my son, Napoleon II 

next minute, I am here a 
different country, a different cen- 
tury, no? 

Cuaruie: No—I mean, yes. 
I’ve been reading about you so much 
I must be dreaming about you now! 

NAPOLEON: Dreams and reality are so 
closely related like 
(Shrugs) But no matter, I have come 
to give you the courage. 

CHARLIE: Courage? 

NAPOLEON: Forgive me, Monsieur, but 
you are timid like the rabbit. I have 
been peeking into your life. 

Cuaruie: You have? 

NapoLeon: And why not? Have you 
not been peeking into mine (Points 
accusingly to book) in that book? 

Cuaruie: Well yes, but... 

NAPOLEON: There you are. Now what 


lo except 


-who are 


Gosh, 


cousins. 


uo 


you need is a personal advisor, like 
the great Napoleon I. 

CHARLIE: I do? 

NAPOLEON: But absolutement. We have 
a great deal in common, mon ami. 
Cuaruie: We do? Golly,, I never sus- 
pected it. Like what, for instance? 
NapoLeon: Well, for one thing, we 
are both — shall we say — slightly 
under six feet? And then, there is 

our nickname. 

Cuaruie: You mean “Bony’’? 

NAPOLEON: Exactly, “Boney” — my 
family name was Bonaparte, you 
know. 

CuHaruie: But they call me “Bony” 
for quite another reason. 

NAPOLEON: No matter. We have the 
same name, and that reason 
enough for me to help you. First, 
before I proceed, I must sit down. 
Even a personal advisor’s feet can 
hurt. (Goes over to chair) Ah, ’tis only 
a common chair — nothing for me. 

Cuarute (A pologetically): Mom’s been 
wanting to get new furniture for a 
long time. 

NAPOLEON (Musing): Strange... I 
used to look at thrones. My words 
are famous. I said, ‘‘When I see an 
empty throne, I feel the urge to sit 
down on it.”’ 

CuHaruie (Kagerly): And 
(Suddenly flustered) | 
ruled Europe. 

NAPo.Leon: Yes, I did. Young man, I 
came here to give you courage — 


18S 


did! 


you 


you 
mean, 


courage to run for your election, to 
make your speech. 

Cuaruzé (Alarmed): Oh no, I wish 
you wouldn’t! I mean... I’d really 
rather not. 











NAPOLEON (Drawing himself up): What? 
You say this to Napoleon? 

Cuaruie (Looking down at his shoes): 
Yes... I’m sorry, but you’ve never 
crossed swords with Sharpy Well- 
man and his gang. 

NAPOLEON: Many are the battles I 
have fought, but never did I have 
s0 much trouble with my soldiers as 
I have with you. 

Cuar.ie: I’m sorry. 

Napo.“eon: Almost I feel as bad as I 
did at Waterloo in 1815. Almost, I 
am ready to sail for England again 
as prisoner. 

Cuaruit: I guess I’m just another 
Waterloo. 

NAPOLEON: Please . . 
mention Waterloo! 
gest 
(Raises 
didn’t give up! 

Cuaruie: I know, I read about it. 

NAPOLEON: You give up before you 
make the start! ‘Today, when you 
hear you should make the speech in 
school, what do you do? You dream 
up lar — yn — gitis! 

Cuaruit (Defensively): | 
laryngitis and 
their old award. 
that speech! 

NapoLeon: Why not? You must have 
the nerve like Napoleon. 
Nothing stopped me. Why, I even 


. let us no more 
It was my big- 
defeat. 
But I 


how you say 


voice emphatically) 


often get 
and they can keep 
I just can’t make 


nerve 


escaped from Elba! 
CHARLIE (Wearily): I know... 
NapoLeon: The great Napoleon does 
not give up. I do not give up now. 
.. lam 
going to give to you my own lucky 
coin. (Holds up gold coin for audience 


(Reaches into pocket) Here . 


to see) A gold Napoleon. 


CHARLIE (Interested): A gold Napoleon? 

NapoLeon: Yes, named in honor of 
Kmperor Napoleon I. (Bows low) At 
your service. CHARLIE the 
coin with a flourish) 

Cuaruie (Looks at coin in palm of his 
hand, flustered): Oh, I... . 

NAPOLEON: This is no ordinary coin. 


(Gives 


I never told anyone, not even my 
Josephine, but this coin... this is 
where the nerve of Napoleon comes 
from. 

Cuarue: What? I mean, I don’t get 
it. 

NapoLeon: You rub the coin. 

CuHaruieé (Rubs it): Like this? 

NaApPoLeon (Nods): Now you will have 
the courage. With this magic lucky 
coin, I defeated the Austrians at 
Ulm in 1805. I marched into 
Vienna in triumph. A month later, 
I beat both the armies of Russia 
and Austria in that great battle of 
Austerlitz. And all because I car- 
ried that lucky gold ‘‘Napoleon’’! 
Now I give it to you. 

Cuaruieé: Well, gee... thanks! [... 
you think it’ll work? 

NAPOLEON (Angrily): You are ques- 


Go on. 


tioning the word of a man who dared 
to change the map of Europe? 

Cuarure: No, | I didn’t mean 
anything, your Imperial Highness. 
Maybe [| could run for office, after 
all... (With resolve) With your per- 
mission, I’m going right upstairs 

with 
the help of my lucky gold ‘“Na- 
poleon.”’ 

NAPOLEON (With imperial dignity): 
Permission granted. (CHARLIE exits. 
NAPOLEON turns and faces the audi- 

A foolish boy . . . he does not 


and work on my campaign 


ence. 








know yet that the courage comes 
from inside, not from lucky coins or 
a rabbit foot or hocus pocus. Yes, I 
gave him a gold Napoleon . . . my 
face is engraved on the one side 
(Bragging now), a handsome like- 
ness. And on the other side is en- 
graved “Empire Francais 
twenty francs 1813.” Yes, 
Charlie has a gold “Napoleon” but 
it is not my lucky coin — it is not 
even lucky. How could it be? Was 
I so lucky? I was exiled like a 
criminal to that miserable island, 
Saint Helena. 
Ha... the luck of Napoleon. I 
think the coin will help Charlie, 
though. I have the feeling, right 
here. (Puts his hand in his jacket in 
the typical Napoleonic pose. CHARLIE 
enters smiling, confident.) You are 
back so soon? 

CuHaruie (Very confident): Oh, I just 
jotted down a few ideas. I’m not 
going to write any speeches ahead 
of time. When I get on that stage, 
I’ll know what to say — whether 
it’s for my campaign or for my 
composition award. 

NAPOLEON: So? The gold Napoleon is 
working? 

CuarLige: Gee, I guess it must be 
working. I —I feel altogether dif- 
ferent. .. . (Doorbell rings. CHARLIE 
goes to door. S#Harpy WELLMAN 
enters.) Sharpy Wellman! 

SHarpy: I guess you’re surprised to 
see me. 

Cuaruie: Well, I... (Looks nervously 
back and forth between Suarpy and 
NAPOLEON) 

NAPOLEON: Do not worry. 
can see me, Charlie. 


Only you 


(Laughs bitterly)- 


SuHarpy: I can tell by the look on your 
face. 

NaPo.LEon: This young man is so sure 
of himself. I don’t like it . . . reminds 
me of some men in France who op- 
posed me. 

Suarpy: Well, I won’t keep you in 
suspense. I came because I heard you 
had some idea about running for 
president. 

CuarRuie: It...uh... 
idea, andI... 

Suarpy: What makes you think you 
could win? Listen, kid, you don’t 
even have a ghost of a chance! You 
listening to me? 

CHARLIE: Sure, | 
explain... 

Suarpy: What's there to explain? You 
want to run for president. 

Cuaruie: But I... 

Sarpy: Well, you’re sunk before you 
start. My candidate, Bill Brook- 
field — he’s going to win by a land- 
slide. I’ve got it all set up, buddy — 
a real political machine. 

NAPOLEON: You have maybe forgotten 
the gold Napoleon? 

Cuaruie:[... yes... (Reaches into his 
pocket quickly, rubs the coin) Now, 
Sharpy Wellman, you keep quiet 
and listen to what J have to say! 

SuHarpy: Well... gee whiz! I mean... 
gee whiz! 

Cuaruiz: I wasn’t going to run for 
president, but now my fighting 
blood’s aroused. (Scornfully) Politi- 
cal machine! I’m going to fight for 
what I believe is right! 

Suarpy: I’ve never seen you like this 
before. What’s got into you, Charlie? 

CuHaruie: Did anything have to get 
into me? 


wasn’t my 


you didn’t let me 








NaAPoLeon: Go on, tell him! 

Suarpy: Ha! That's a laugh! 

CuHark.iz: Maybe it won’t be so much 
of a laugh when this election business 
is over. I’m going to fight 
hear me? 

SuHarpy: I can hear. I’m not deaf. 

Cuaruiz: Well, then listen to this. I’m 
going to expose you and your whole 
machine! I'll the 
what’s going on. 

Suarpy: Hey, take it easy, pal! I 
never thought you had it in you. I 
laughed when I heard you were run- 
ning. You quiet guys are funny. 
Maybe you’ve got dynamite inside 
you all the time, and all you need is 
a match to get going. 

CuHaruiE: Yes... I think I found the 
match, all right. You can go back to 
your campaign headquarters and tell 
your friends they’re going to have a 
fight on their hands. 

SuHarpy: I heard you the first time 
but we can fight, too. You’!l see. 

CHARLIE (Coolly): So long, Sharpy. 

SHarpy:1...so long... (He exits.) 

NAPOLEON (Bows): 1 bow to the future 
president of the Student Council. 

CHARLIE (Smiles): Not so fast, Na- 
poleon. 


you 


show school 


I can’t just march in and 
take over. 

NAPOLEON: Why not? It has been 

done. I was a great believer in sur- 

prise tactics. (CAROLINE, Amy, and 

PeGcGy enter, chattering. NAPOLEON 

bows.) Ah, the young ladies. .. . Too 
bad they can’t see me. 

CAROLINE: Josephine ought to be here 
any minute. 

CHARLIE (Goes over to candy dish and 
helps himself): Josephine? Gee, I’d 
better get out of here. 


Amy: And don’t eat up all the candy. 
We won't have anything to offer our 
company. 

Cuarule (Puts candy back): Is that all 
you're going to serve? This miser- 
able candy? 

CAROLINE: Which you’ve been devour- 
ing as fast as Mom can put it in the 
candy dish. 

CHARLIE: I mean, aren’t you going to 
have cake and milk. . 
like that? 

Amy: It’s only a meeting. 

Preccy: However, if you want to take 
Josephine out afterwards, for chop 
suey or pizza or something fancy... 

CuHaruiz: No, I — I didn’t mean any- 
thing like that. 

NAPOLEON: Why, what is wrong with 
this Josephine? 

CuHar ik (7'0 NaApoLeon. Defensively): 
Listen, Josephine is the most won- 
derful girl in the world! 

Amy: Well! 

CAROLINE: May we quote you on that, 
Senator? (Doorbell) 

Preacy: Don’t get panicky, Charlie. 
You can run upstairs. 

Amy: With your laryngitis. 

CaROLINE: Yeah... 


. something 


NAPOLEON: You have again forgotten 
the gold Napoleon? 

CuHaruleé (Reaches into his pocket): I'm 
not going anywhere. (Rubs the coin) 
What am I? A coward? 

Preccy: With a capital C. 

Cuar.ie: Not any more I’m not. (Puts 
coin down on table and reaches for a 
candy, which he unwraps and puts in 
his mouth as he goes to the door. As 
CHARLIE goes to the door, the doorbell 
rings again and NAPOLEON, in full 
view of the audience, takes the magic 











coin, puts it in his own pocket and with 
a wink, substitutes a gold foil covered 
candy from the candy bowl.) 
CHARLIE (At door): Hi, Josephine! 
JOSEPHINE (Entering): Oh hello, 
Charlie. 
Cuarure (Stuttering because he doesn’t 


have his coin): Uh — it’s uh. . . nice 
to see you here, Josephine. 

Peccy (Teasing): Beau Brummel 
Bowen ... 


Amy: In person. 
NapoLeon: Your Josephine is beauti- 
ful — almost as beautiful as mine. 
CHARLIE (Emphatically): Never you 
mind... (Goes over to table and picks 
up what he thinks is the magic coin) 

Preccy: We can have our meeting up- 
stairs, where we'll have some privacy. 

CuHaruie (Rubs coin): No, wait a 
minute... 

NAPOLEON: With 80 many women 
around, you are a brave man. 

CHARLIE (Rubs coin. Boldly): I want 
to talk to Josephine, alone. 

CAROLINE: Well! 

Amy: That beats everything. 

Prcey: It can’t happen here . . . but it 
did. 

JOSEPHINE: What is it, Charlie? Do 
we have homework in geometry? 
CuHAR.IE: This has nothing to do with 
geometry. I want to talk to you... 

just you and me. 

Preacy: This can’t be for real! 

Amy: I thought I knew all about men, 
and here I don’t even know my own 
brother. 

CHARLIE: Girls, please . . . 

JAROLINE: All right, but don’t take 

: forever. (They exit.) 

JOSEPHINE (Puzzled 


but confident): 


Charlie, what was it you wanted to 
see me about? 

CHARLIE (Rubs coin): I want you to be 
the first to know. I’m going to run 
for Student Council president. 

JOSEPHINE: ‘That's Charlie! 
Thanks for telling me. (Starts to 
leave) 

CHARLIE: Wait, don’t go yet. 

JOSEPHINE (Turns and looks at him): 
There’s something else? 

CHARLIE: Yes. (Rubs coin) I’m going 
to make a speech next week in the 
auditorium. 

JOSEPHINE: For the composition con- 
test award? 

CuHaRruie: Yes... when they give me 
the award. I — I won the contest. 
JOSEPHINE: That’s terrific, Charlie! 
(Gives a little laugh) I’m talking to a 

real celebrity! 

CHARLIE (Modesily): Well... 

NAPOLEON: Good-bye, Charlie. I see 
you don’t need me any more. (He 
exits. ) 

JOSEPHINE: I never thought you were 
the type to run for president and 
make speeches. But you seem dif- 
ferent today. 

Cuaruie: You don’t know me very 
well, just from geometry class... 
(Rubs the coin) Josephine, I want to 
take you to the Spring Dance. 

JOSEPHINE: I I sort of have a 
tentative date. 

CuHarRuie (Rubs coin): You can break it. 


swell, 


Please, Josephine, it’s very im- 
portant to me. A dance is just a 
dance . . . but if I can go to the 


Spring Dance with you, it'll really 
mean something. . . 
JOSEPHINE (Surprised but pleased): 











Why, Charlie! I guess I really didn’t 
know you ... the real you. 

Cuar.iz: Then you'll go to the dance 
with me? 

JosePHINE: Yes... yes, I think I will. 

Cuaruiz: Josephine, you don’t know 
how happy that makes me! I — I 
want to tell you something. My 
whole life has been changed by this 
(Opens his hand) a lucky coin (Looks 
at her) a gold Napoleon. 

JOSEPHINE (Staring): But, Charlie, this 
isn’t a coin. It’s just a piece of 
candy. (Takes it from him, unwraps 
it, pops it into her mouth) Mm... 
it’s good. 

Cuaruie (Alarmed): No, don’t! Why 
... itis candy. But I thought... 

JosePHiInE (Smiling): You were just 
kidding me. 

Cuaruie: No, I thought it was re- 
sponsible for everything. Strange . . . 

JOSEPHINE: Responsible for what? 

CuHak.ie: It’s a long story. I did have 
a French coin, a gold Napoleon. I 
thought I needed it (Smiles), but I 


don’t. (Takes her arm) C’mon, 
Josephine, let’s seal our new friend- 
ship with a coke. 

JosePHINeE: I’d love to, Charlie, but 
the meeting .. . 

Cuariie: Never mind the meeting. 
Let’s go. (They exit together. 
NAPOLEON strides to center, faces 
audience. ) 

NAPOLEON: Such ingratitude! (Shakes 
his head) Great men are never fully 
appreciated. Now Charlie thinks he 
did it all by himself. Ha... where 
would he be without the nerve of 
Napoleon? Just dreaming about the 
things he wants to do. (Shrugs) Well, 
c'est la vie — that’s life. And now, I 
must be on my way for there is a 
boy in Napoleon, North Dakota, 
who needs my services. (Bows) Un- 
til we meet again. (Straightens up) 
Maybe I'll be seeing (Points to 
audience) you one of these days. 
You never can tell. . . . (Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue NERVE or NAPOLEON 


Characters: 4 male; 6 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Father may wear slacks and sport 
shirt. Mother may wear cotton dress and 
apron. Charlie, Caroline, Amy, Peggy, and 
Josephine wear everyday school clothes. 
Sharpy Wellman might wear sloppy 
dungarees and leather jacket. Mesdioen 
wears blue and gold uniform and three- 
cornered hat. 


Properties: A large impressive-looking book, 
and bow! filled with candy coins (gold foil 
covered chocolate) for Charlie; a movie 
magazine for Caroline; modeling clay for 


Peggy; newspaper for Father; sewing ma- 
terials for Mother; a large gold foreign coin 
for Napoleon; telephone; bicycle bell for 
sound of telephone ringing. 

Setting: The Bowen living room. Stage left is 
an arm chair. Upstage center is a table on 
which stands a ae and bowl of candy 
coins. Upstage right is a small telephone 
table holding a telephone. Other furnish- 
ings. chairs, small tables, etc., may be as 
simple or elaborate as desired. At right is 
an exit which represents the front door. At 
left is an exit leading to kitchen. 

Lighting: No special effects necessary. If 
possible, Napoleon may receive special 
ighting to suggest that he is invisible to 
everyone except Charlie. 


10 











Abner Crane from Hayseed Lane 


(An old-fashioned melodrama) 
by Earl J. Dias 


Characters 

EuizA Ruope, a plump, 
middle-aged woman 

Guory Ruope, her beautiful daughter 

GRrisELDA, the awkward hired girl 

Dante J. Loopuoue, the suave villain 

Quictey W. Quack, his cynical ac- 
complice 

ABNER CRANE, the country bumpkin 

GWENDOLYN, @ waitress 

Firt LaTour, a striking-looking, slinky 
young woman 

CONSTABLE PERKINS 

SCENE | 

Tre: Late morning of a June day in 
the 1890's. 

Serrine: The living room of the Rhode 
farm in Snaggletooth, Vermont. 

At Rise: Eviza Rope 7s seated at left 
of the table. She is stirring a large 
hasin on her lap with a wooden spoon. 
GLORY ts seated on the sofa mending a 
pair of stockings. 

Giory: Mercy, Mother, these stock- 
ings of yours are as full of holes as 
that new-fangled Swiss cheese which 
that nice Mr. Loophole brought us 
the other day. You'll be needing a 
new pair, [’m thinking. 

Euiza = (Gloomily): Stockings cost 
money, Glory, and there’s not much 
of that in Snaggletooth, Vermont, 
right now. 

Gory: I don’t recollect ever having so 
lean a year on the farm. 

Exiza: No, things haven’t been the 
same since your Paw passed on five 


pleasant, 
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years ago. Life isn’t easy for a poor 
widow. 

Guiory: Have you thought of accepting 
Mr. Loophole’s offer, Mother? 

Euiza: Which offer? 

Guory: Doesn’t he want to buy the 
farm for five thousand dollars? 

Euiza: Oh, that offer. 

Gory: You mean there’s been another. 

Euiza (Archly): Sure has. 
an offer for your hand. 

Gvory: He wants to marry me? 

Exiza: It certainly isn’t me he wants. 

Guory: Why, Mother, you never told 
me. 

Exiza: You never asked. And I’m not 
one to do a lot of gabbin’. How do 
you feel toward him, Glory? 

Guory (Hesitantly): Well—he’s a 
gentleman, that’s for sure. And he 
does have a way with him. 

Exiza: But I'll bet your heart is still 
set on Abner Crane from Hayseed 
Lane. Is that it, child? 

Guory: Well 

Exiza: Abner’s goin’ to drop by today. 
I want his advice about this farm 
business. He’s quiet, but he’s deep. 

Guory: Yes, Abner’s sweet. 

Exiza: Trouble with Abner is he’s so 
shy. Come to think of it, he’s about 
the most bashful man around women 
I ever did see. 

Guory: Well, Mr. Loophole isn’t 
bashful, I mean. 

Exiza: Gracious, no. Why, that Mr. 
Loophole could charm a hen right 


He’s made 














off her eggs with his fancy talk. And, 
speakin’ of hens, I guess this feed 
is about ready for ’em now. Where’s 
Griselda? 

Gvory: I think she’s in the kitchen. 

E1iza: She’s never around when you 
want her. Fact is, she’s so clumsy 
she’s not much use as a hired girl. 
But she’s an orphan, and somebody 
has to look after her. 

Guory: And she means well, poor 
thing. 

Eviza: Griselda! (Griseipa, the hired 
girl, rushes in from right. She comes 
in 80 fast thal she stumbles and falls 
flat on her face. Griseipa’s chief 
trouble is that she seems to have two 
left feet. She is awkward but good- 
natured. She is barefeoted, wears a 
dress and apron, has wild-looking, un- 
kempt hair, and speaks loudly.) 

GRISELDA: Oops! I slipped! 

Euiza: Pick yourself up, child, and 
take this feed for the hens. (Gri- 
SELDA rises, comes to Exiza, lakes 
feed, drops it on floor, scrambles down 
lo her hands and knees and begins to 
pick it up.) 

GRriseLDA: I’m sorry! 

Exiza: Well, if the hens don’t object, I 
won't. (GRISELDA takes basin of feed, 
goes to center door, opens il, and 
throws out contents. 
side yells, “Ouch!” 
laughs raucously.) 

Euiza: Mercy! What's that? (DANrEL 
J. Loopuous, a tall, suave man sport- 
ing a handsome mustache, enters. His 
clothes are covered with chicken feed, 
and he is wiping his eyes with his 
handkerchief. He is followed by his 
companion, QuicLey W. Quack, a 
short, stout, cynical-looking fellow who 


A loud voice out- 
Another voice 
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is obviously enjoying LoopHoLe’s dis- 
comfort.) 

Quack: Got you right in the eye, 
Daniel. Even William Tell couldn’t 
have aimed more accurately. 

Loopno.e: Control yourself, Quigley. 

Quack: Quigley W. Quack is always in 
control of himself. 

GrisetpaA: Why, Mr. Loophole, I’m 
real sorry. Guess I mistook you for 
one of the roosters. 

Quack (Laughing): A rooster! Won- 
derful! She’s got you there, Daniel. 

LoopuHoLte (Stooping to kiss Exiza’s 
hand): My dear Mrs. Eliza Rhode, a 
bit of discomfort in the home of so 
captivating a woman is easily for- 
given. (To Guory) Ah, Miss Rhode, 
as usual, you are blooming like the 
fairest of roses. 

Guory: Thank you, Mr. Loophole. 

Loopnoie: My friend Quack and I 
have been walking by the river. 
Everything is budding as though a 
new mantle of hope had been spread 
over the earth. 

Eviza’ (Matter-of-factly): Yep, the 
Snaggletooth River is mighty purty 
this time of year. Do sit down, Mr. 
Loophole and Mr. Quack. You must 
be tired from your walk 

LoopHoLe (Goes to chair at right of 
lable, while Quack goes io sofa): 
Thank you, madam. Thank you, 
indeed. Although, to speak truly, I 
am never fatigued by mild exercise 
and nature’s bountiful wonders. As 
the poet has said, “And what is so 
rare as a day in June?” 

Exiza: You sure got a head for that 
poetry stuff, Mr. Loophole. (Just as 
LooPHOLE ts about to sit, GRISELDA 
moves the chair backward.) 











GRISELDA (Using her apron as a dust- 
cloth) : 1’ just give the seat a dusting 
before you sit. (LOOPHOLE, not 
noticing, goes to sit down and lands on 
his posterior on the floor.) 

Quack: This just isn’t your day, 
Daniel. 

Eiza: Oh, mercy me, Griselda. Now 
see what you’ve done! 

GriseLpA: I was just trying to help. 
After all, I’m only a poor orphan 
girl. (She bursts into tears and runs 
off right.) 

Guory: Poor child. She means so well. 

LoorHoLe (Gelling up and sitting 
down): No harm done. (To Exiza) 
Have you given my offer due con- 
sideration, my dear? 

Exiza: You mean the five thousand 
dollars? 

LoopHo.e: That, of course — but, you 
will recall, there was another offer 
far more close to my heart. I refer to 
my great desire that the beautiful 
Miss Glory Rhode honor me with 
her hand in marriage so that I may 
devote my life to fulfilling her every 
whim and desire. 

Gory (Blushing): It’s mighty nice of 
you, Mr. Loophole. 

LoopHo.e: Please call me Daniel. 

Gory: It’s real nice of you — Daniel. 

Loopuo.e: Ah, the name on your lips 
is like the sweet sound of chapel bells 
at twilight. 

Euiza: Oh, shucks, Mr. Loophole, how 

you do go on. But as for marriage, 

that’s up to Glory. All I can say is I 

won’t stand in the way of the match. 

About sellin’ the farm, that’s a dif- 

ferent matter. I’m not makin’ up 

my mind till I’ve had a real good 
chat with Abner Crane from Hay- 


seed Lane. I set a good deal of store 
by his common sense. Besides, I 
think Abner may be interested in 
Glory, too. 

Guory: Now, Mother, let’s not ex- 


aggerate. He’s never said anything 
about that. 

Euiza: No, I suppose he hasn’t. But 
he’s near tongue-tied when he’s 


around females. Strange, too, be- 
cause when it is not a question of 
romance, he’s as lively as a cricket. 

Quack: Lively is right. 

Giory: Do you know Abner, Mr. 
Quack? 

Quack: We've made his acquaintance 
at the Snaggletooth Inn. 
in every 
coffee. 

LoopHo.e: Ah, yes, and he has often 
praised your qualities as an ad- 
mirable woman. 

Exiza: That’s real nice of him. Any- 
way, he’s comin’ by this mornin’. 
Ought to be here any time now. 

Quack: I can hardly wait. 

LoopHo.ie: Mind your manners, Quig- 
ley. (To Exiza) Yes, we know Mr. 
Crane. He has even advised us 
where the fishing is best, for, as you 
know, Mr. Quack and I are here only 
for the trout fishing. 

Quack: And haven’t got a bite, yet. 

LoopHoLe: That is not important, 
Quigley. What matters is that our 
fishing excursion has enabled us to 
meet this delightful Rhode family 
and has made me desire to settle in 
Snaggletooth for the rest of my 
natural days. 
door.) 


He drops 


afternoon for a cup of 


(There is a knock at 


Euiza: Come in. (ABNER CRANE enters. 
He is chewing on a blade of grass.) 








Oh, it’s you, Abner. We've been ex- 
pectin’ you. 

Asner: Yep. It’s Abner Crane. (Note: 
Asner delivers most of his lines 
dead-pan.) Say, Loophole, looks like 
your buggy ran over one of Mrs. 
Rhode’s pigs down the road. 

Loorwo.e (To Exiza): Do not worry, 
Madam, I will replace your pig. 

ABNER (Shakes his head as he 
LoopPHoLe): You can’t. 
fat enough. 

Quack: You ought to be on the stage 
with that talent. 

Exiza: I’m glad you’ve come, Abner. 
There’s a heap of things I want to 
talk over with you. 

ABNER: Glad to help. 

Guory: You're sweet, Abner. (ABNER 


eyes 
You’re not 


hangs his head in embarrassment.) 
Quack: Like a 
chocolates. 
Exiza: You see, Abner, Mr. Loophole 
wants to buy my farm. 
ABNeEh: Buy the farm, hey? (Sharply) 
How much does he offer? 
Loorno.e: Five thousand dollars — in 
cash 


ten-pound box of 


and a most fair price it is. 

ABNER: That’s as may be. ’Pears to 
me, though, when a farm’s been in 
the family as long as this one has, 
it’s not right to sell. Another thing’s 
botherin’ me, too. Why does a city 
feller like you want afarm? Just not 
natural. It’s like a hog wantin’ to 
settle down on Fifth Avenoo in New 
York City. 

Loopuo.e: Sir, are you implying that 
I am a hog? 

ABNER: Shucks, no — you don’t have 
the snout for it, for one thing. Fel- 
ler can tell by lookin’ at you, you’re 
no hog. 


LooPHOLE: Since no insult was in- 
tended, I accept your apology. 

ApNeR: Wasn’t apologizin’ 
statin’ facts. 

Quack: Facts? Well, here are some 
facts about farming, Crane. Any- 
one can farm. All it takes is a strong 
back and a weak mind. 

Asner: How are you fixed for a strong 
back, Loophole? 

LoopHo.Le (Waving him aside): In any 
event, I have fallen in love with the 
countryside and have decided to 
spend my life in these fair surround- 
ings. And I might add, it is not only 
the countryside that has won my 
heart. (Looks pointedly at Guory) 

ABNER (Quickly): You mean you been 
makin’ eyes at Glory? 

LoopHoLe (Dramatically): To live in 
these beautiful surroundings with 
the most beautiful woman in the 
world — “’tis a consummation de- 
voutly to be wished!’ Ah, Glory, as 
I came up here this morning, I saw 
some cows rubbing noses in the ac- 
cepted bovine fashion. And now 
that I behold you, I must confess I 
want to do the same. 

ABNER: Go ahead. 
mind too much. 
Exuiza: Mr. Loophole has asked for 

Glory’s hand in marriage. 

ABNER: Marriage! 


just 


The cow won't 


Guory: I haven’t made up my mind, 
Abner. 

ABNER (Gloomily): Well, it’s not my 
place to be givin’ out advice about 
weddin’s. Appears to me, though, 
Eliza, if you want to sell the farm, 
five thousand isn’t much. 

Eviza: If you say so, Abner, I guess it 
must be so. 








ABNER: Yep, a feller’s got to get up 
pretty early in the mornin’ to fool 
Abner Crane. 

Quack: I’ll bet. 

LoopHo.e: But, of course, it is mar- 
riage and the hope of it that I nurse 
close to my heart. 

Quack (Cynically): 
heart it is. 

LoopHo.Le: Thank you, Quigley. 
settle down here with 
woman of taste - 

ABNER: I got pigs that can taste. 

LoopHo_e: A young woman of beauty- 

Asner: And I got a heifer that’s 
beautiful . . . 

LoorpHo.e: A young woman with such 
soulful eyes — 

Asner: And you ought to see the eyes 
on my old gray mare. 

LoopHo.e: Bah! 

Asner: And I got a lamb that says 
“Bah” even clearer than you do. 

Guory: Abner, behave! 

ABNER: I’m tryin’. 

Guory: I’ll have to think more about 
marriage, Mr. Loophole. 

Asner: If everybody did more thinkin’ 
about wedded bliss, there wouldn’t 
be so many divorces. 

Quack: You’re a rural philosopher, 
Mr. Crane. 

ABNER: I’m a what? 

Quack: A rural philosopher. 

ApNer: That doesn’t sound good, but 
I don’t aim to be insulted. 

Guory: A philosopher is a deep thinker, 
Abner. 

ABNER: Oh, that’s different. 
then I’m a phil — a phol - 
o-what-do-you-call-it. 

LoopHo.e (Rising): At any rate, my 
dear Glory, you know how I feel. 


And a manly 


To 
a young 


Yep, 
a phil- 
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We could be as happy as larks to- 
gether. It would help if I could have 
your answer in the morning. And, 
my dear Mrs. Rhode, please give the 
sale of the farm some more thought, 
too. In the morning, I shall appear 
here with five thousand dollars in 
cash and a marriage license. Need I 
say that my fondest hope is that the 
latter will be the more important. 

Euiza: That’s real nice of you, Mr. 
Loophole. (GriISELDA enters sud- 
denly from right carrying a broom.) 

GRISELDA: I’d better sweep up them 
bits of chicken feed. (She comes lo 
center, awkwardly swings broom, and 
hits Loopuo.e on the head with it.) 

Loopuo.e: Ouch! Drat it, girl! Can’t 
you look what you’re doing! 

GRISELDA: I’m sorry. I’m just a poor 
orphan girl 

Quack: Temper, Daniel. Temper. 

LoopuHo.e (Iubbing his head) : Forgive 
my outburst. No harm done. (He 
kisses Guory’s hand and Eniza’s, 
and then goes to center, followed by 
Quack.) Mr. Quack and I shall go 
back to the inn along the river. And 
amid the loveliness of the scenery, I 
shall think of your loveliness, Glory. 

Guory: Oh, Daniel. 

LoopHo.e: Good-bye, Mr. Crane. 

ABNER: Don’t get tuckered out with all 
that thinkin’. (LoopHOLE and Quack 
exit.) 

Exiza: Oh, hasn’t he got the golden 
tongue, though! 

Asner: Gold is where you find it. 

Exiza: Then you don’t think I should 
sell, Abner? 

ABNER: Sure don’t. 

Exiza: But the farm is so run-down, 
and times so bad. 








ABNER: Times might get better. 

Euiza (Archly): And do you think 
Glory should marry Mr. Loophole? 
ABNER: Don’t have anything to say 
about that. Feller’s a fool to stick his 

nose in other people’s affairs. 

Exuiza: Come, Griselda, I need your 
help in the kitchen. (GRIsELDA 
knocks over a chair with the broom.) 

GRISELDA: Oops! 

Eviza: And put that broom away be- 
fore you kill somebody with it! 

GRISELDA: I’|l just sweep outside a 
moment. Then I'll help in the 
kitchen. (She exits up center. ELAZA 
exus right.) 

Guory: Abner, what about the ques- 
tion Mother asked you? 

ABNER: Which one? 

Giory: Do you want me to marry Mr. 
Loophole? 

ABNER (Bashfully): Well 
that I do. 

Guory: Why not, Abner? 


can’t say 


ABNER (Shifting uncomfortably from 
one foot to the other and chewing furi- 
ously on his blade of grass): Well 
well — shucks, I 

Guory (Determinedly): Have you ever 
thought of settling down, Abner? 

ABNER: Settlin’? 

Guory: With a wife. So you can have 
a companion. 

ABNER: Shucks, I’ve got my pigs and 
cows and chickens. They keep a 
feller from gettin’ lonesome. 

Guory: They’re hardly the same as a 
wife. 

ABNER: Well, they don’t talk back at 
you — that’s somethin’. 

Gory (lL rasperated) :Oh, Abner, you're 
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about as romantic as a picket fence. 
(GRISELDA rushes in.) 

GRriseLDA: Gracious! I just hit one of 
the hens. I don’t know whether the 
hen is dead or just unconscious. 

Asner: Well, Griselda, a dead hen is 
good for somethin’. 

GRISELDA: What’s that? 

ABNER: To eat. (Pulling a large watch 
from his overalls) Got to be goin’. 
Nearly feedin’ time for the hogs. 
(Exviza enters from right.) 

Exiza: You on your way, Abner? 

ABNER: Yep. 
center ) 

Euiza: Thanks for the advice. 
think twice about sellin’. 

ABNER: Guess you both have a lot of 
thinkin’ to do. Be seein’ you. (He 
exis. ) 


(Goes toward upstage 


I'll 


Giory: Was there ever anyone like 
him? So shy when it comes to ro- 
mance. Oh, why doesn’t he speak? 

E.iza: Lost your heart to him, girl? 

Guory (Prasperated): Oh, what’s the 
use! 

iiza: Guess he’s just not the marryin’ 
kind. But that Mr. Loophole is. 
You could do worse. Anyway, ’most 
time for lunch. 


eggs. 


(jot some nice fresh 


GRISELDA (Coughs): Er ma’am 
there aren’t any eggs. 

Exuiza: What! 

GRISELDA: I broke two dozen this 


morning. 

Exiza: Oh, Griselda! 

GRISELDA: I’m just a poor orphan girl, 
and I 


bursts into tears.) 
CURTAIN 


* 


- (She continues to go on and 


e 2 ®* 








ScENE 2 

Time: Five minutes later. 

Serrine: A country road. (This scene 
may be played before the curtain.) 
At Rise: LoopHoie and Quack enter 
at left on their way to the village inn. 
Loopuo e is cheerful, QUACK gloomy. 

They come to center. 

Loopuo.e (Breathing deeply): Ah, this 
country air! As Wordsworth says, 
“One impulse from a vernal wood 
can teach us more of moral good 
than all the sages can.” 

Quack: My feet hurt. 

LoopHOLe: Don’t be fretful, Quigley. 
This is a glorious place. 

Quack: It’s a hick town, and you 
know it. 

LoopuHo.e (Catching sight of audience): 
Aha! We have company, Quigley. 
(Bowing to audience) How do you do? 
Lovely day, isn’t it? 

Quack: My feet still hurt. 

Loopno.e: As I look into your open, 
honest, intelligent faces, I know that 
you have been admiring my conduct 
at the Widow Rhode’s. (Twirling his 


mustache) Clever, wasn’t it? Little 
does she know that her farm is 
worth a fortune. Heh! Heh! Heh! 


Quack: You going to talk all day? I 
want to get back to the inn and lie 
on that torture rack they call a bed. 

LoopHo.e: Patience, Quigley, patience. 
Can’t you see that I fascinate these 
good people? (Grinning) You see, my 
dear friends, the Tin Brothers Can- 
ning Company is going to open a 

Snaggletooth 

They want to 


branch in because 
of the water power. 
purchase farms near the river, both 
for a factory site and for their 


produce. As I said to Quigley, 





“Quigley, our fortune is made.”’ 
Heh! Heh! 

Quack: Oh, my aching feet! 

LoopHoLe: Naturally, as an honest 
man — Heh! Heh! Heh! — my first 
step is to get hold of land near the 
Snaggletooth River — land the fac- 
tory will need to buy. And I’m going 
to do just that. (Snickering) For a 
mere five thousand dollars. Actually, 
the Rhode farm is now worth over 
ten times that much. (Confidentially) 
But, of course — (Twirling his mus- 
tache) if the beautiful Glory marries 
me, the farm won't cost me a cent. 
I'll just move right in. Clever, isn’t 
it? 

Quack: You're not backward about 
being forward. But don’t forget, 
that rube, Abner Crane, has his eyes 
on Glory, too. And he’s advised 
them against selling the farm. 

LoopHoLe (Laughing): My friend is a 
cynic. As if a mere country bumpkin 
were any match for me — Daniel J. 
Loophole. In all modesty, I must 
admit that I have one of the great 
brains of the century. Listen care- 

fully now, friends. [ am about to 

make Abner Crane the laughing 
stock of Snaggletooth. His reputa- 

tion will not be worth a 

nickel. Heh! Heh! Ah, you ask, 


how shall I accomplish this? 


wooden 


Quack: A good question. 

LoopHo.e: It is child’s play, for Abner 
has the brain of a six-year-old. Ar- 
riving at the inn soon — in fact, she 
is perhaps already there — is an old 
friend of mine, Miss Fifi LaTour. 

Quack: And what a girl! 

Loopuo.e: How right you are, Quigley. 
Yes, Fifi isa woman whom no man 











except me — can resist. She and I 
have concocted a plan for Abner. 
When it is accomplished, Miss 
Glory Rhode will avoid Abner as she 
would a boa constrictor and Eliza 
Rhode will think him a fool. Heh! 
Heh! Now, friends, what do you 
think? Do I not have a razor-sharp 
mind? 

Quack: And I have sore feet. 

LoopHo.e: Very well, Quigley. Let us 
on to the inn and to Abner 
Crane’s undoing. Thank you, dear 
friends, for your kind attention. 
(Twirling mustache) Soon the fair 
Glory and the farm will be mine. 

Quack: And don’t forget, I want my 
ten per cent. 

LoopHo.e: Isn’t he a caution? So 
mercenary. Quigley, remember: 
money has ruined many a man. 

Quack: If I’m going to be ruined, I’d 
rather have money do it than any- 
thing I can think of. 

LoopHo.e: Well, friends, I bid you a 
fond farewell. Daniel J. Loophole is 


going onward to another great 
triumph. (Twirls mustache) Come, 
Quigley. Heh! Heh! Heh! (They 


extt right, Quack limping visibly.) 
CURTAIN 


” * * * 


SCENE 3 

Time: Early in the afternoon of the same 
day. 

Serrine: The public room of the Snag- 
gletooth Inn. (This scene can also be 
played before the curtain, since all 
that is needed are a table and two 
chairs.) 

Ar Rise: ABNER is sealed at the table. 
He snaps his fingers. 


ApNER: Gwendolyn, where are you? 
Haven’t got all day, you know. A 
little service would be real com- 
fortin’. (GWENDOLYN, the waitress, 
enters from right.) 

GWENDOLYN: I hear you, Abner Crane. 
A body can’t get a bit of rest around 
here. Coffee as usual? 

ABNER: Yep. Coffee’s what I want. 

GWENDOLYN: And coffee it’ll be. (She 
exils. In a moment or two, Fir 
LaTour enters from left. She is a 
striking-looking young woman, heavily 
made up, rather slinky in manner, 
and wearing large earrings.) 

ABNER (ising politely): Howdy. 

Firt (Passing her hand over her fore- 
head): Oh, sir, I am so tired. 

ABNER: You look plumb tuckered out. 
Better sit down. (He helps her to op- 
posite chair at table where she sits with 
a sigh.) Reckon the weight of them 
earrings is enough to tire even a 
mule. (Firt places her small purse on 
table.) 

Firt: Oh, sir, it is not the earrings. 
Alas, no. It is that I am alone, 
penniless, and frightened. 

ABNER (Kindly): Shucks, there is 
nothin’ in Snaggletooth to be afraid 
of. (GWENDOLYN enters with ABNER’S 
coffee. She looks suspiciously at F 1¥1.) 

GWENDOLYN: Who’s your friend, Ab- 
ner? 

ABNER: Don’t know her name. 

Fir1: My name, kind sir, is Fifi LaTour. 

ABNER: Say, sounds like somethin’ 
right from gay Paree. Better get her 
a mite of coffee, too, Gwendolyn. 

GWENDOLYN: If you say so, Abner. 
(She exits.) 

ABNER: Somehow, don’t seem that a 
girl like you belongs in Snaggletooth. 











Firt: Mine is a sad story, sir. You see, 
I was on my way to Canada where 
my poor mother lies ill and penniless 
in the city of Montreal. But, alas, I 
did not have enough money for my 
railroad fare, and the conductor 
made me get off the train here in 
Snaggletooth. 

ABNER: Say, that’s a shame. 

F iri (Reaching across table and grasping 
ABNER’S hand): Oh, sir, you are so 
kind, so understanding — 

ABNER (Bashfully pulling away his 
hand); Shucks! 

Firt: I knew the moment I saw you 
that you were one of nature’s noble- 
men. (GWENDOLYN with 
Friri’s coffee and places it on table. 
She looks suspiciously at Firt again 
and then exits.) 

Firt (Sipping coffee): Ah, I needed 
that. How good you are to buy it 
for me! 

Asner: ’S nothing at all, I can afford it. 
I’m not aimin’ to brag, but I just 
sold a parcel of land for eight hun- 
dred dollars. (//e touches right hand 
pocket of his overalls.) 

Firt: I knew at once that you were a 
brainy man. 

ABNER (Bashfully): Shucks. 

Kirt (Rubbing her right eye): Oh! 

ABNER: What’s the matter, Miss? 

Fir1: I seem to have something in my 
eye. It must be a cinder from that 
horrible train ride. (She picks up her 


enters 


purse, rises and comes slinkily to 
ABNER.) Would you remove it for 
me? 

ABNER: The eye? 

Fir1: The cinder, please. 

ABNER: Well, I’m no doctor, but I’ll 
try. (He rises, and takes a gaudy red 





bandanna from his pocket. Y¥trt 
snuggles closer to him. ABpner hangs 
his head in embarrassment.) 

Firt: You’re not afraid of me, are you, 
kind sir? 

ABNER: Well, shucks, that’s mighty 
powerful perfume you’re usin’. 

Firt: You like it? 

ABNER: Well, I’ll say one thing for it — 
it’s noticeable. 

Fret (Again rubbing eye): Oh! 

ABNER: Guess I’d better get at it. (She 
opens the eye wide and gets very close 
to him. He is obviously uncomfortable. 
While Apner is looking into her eye, 
Frrt stealthily puts her hand in his 
overalls pocket and draws out what 
looks like a roll of money around 
which is an elastic band. She transfers 
this to a pocket of her dress. Then she 
places her small purse in ABNER’S 
overalls pocket.) I can’t see no dirt 
in there. 

Fir1: Thank you, sir. It seems to be all 
right now. (She moves closer to him.) 
Thank you. (He backs up and falls 
into his chair.) 

ABNER: Better drink up that coffee be- 
fore it gets cold. (Firt returns lo 
other chair.) 

Fir1: My purse! My purse! 

ABNER: What’s the matter? 

Kirt: My purse is gone! Oh, sir, and I 
trusted you so. How could you take 
advantage of a poor, defenseless girl! 

ABNER: Say, what is this? 

Kirt: Help! Help! 

Asner: You’ve got no call to be 
screamin’ like a wet hen. (GwENDO- 
LYN rushes in.) 

GWENDOLYN : What in tarnation’s goin’ 
on here? 

Firt: He stole my purse! 








GwenpDoLyN: Abner Crane never stole 
a dime in his life. 

Firt: Help! Help! 

GwWENDOLYN: Constable Perkins is 
right outside, Abner. I'll get him. 
He’ll straighten things out. Glory 
Rhode’s here, too. Her and me are 
goin’ to Ludlow for a strawberry 
supper. (She extls right.) 

Firt: And to think that I confided in 
you. (She rises and comes to him.) 
Take that! (She slaps his face. Then 
when footsteps are heard nearby, she 
throws her arms around him, kisses 
him, and pretends to struggle as 
Guory, GWENDOLYN, and Con- 
STABLE Perkins enter, followed by 
LOOPHOLE and QUACK.) 

Guory (Astounded by the sight of ABNER 
seemingly trying to embrace ¥tr1): 
Why, Abner Crane! How could you! 
(CONSTABLE PERKINS, who is fall, 
thin, and has chin whiskers and old- 
fashioned spectacles, comes to ABNER.) 

ConsTaBLe: Abner, what kind of 
goin’s on are these? 

Kirt: He tried to kiss me. First, he 
stole my purse and then he forced 
his attentions on me. 

Guory: Oh, Abner. I hope I never see 
you again. 

Loorwo.e (Putting his arm around her): 
Come, my dear. Let me take you 
away from this scene. It is not fit for 
delicate feminine eyes. (He takes 
her out, followed by Quack.) 

ABNER: Glory — wait a minute, I 

Fir1: You beast! (She slaps him again.) 

ConstaB_e: Well, Abner — seems like 
you got a heap of explainin’ to do. 
(ABNER begins to speak loudly as the 


curtains fall. 
*_ + * * 


SCENE 4 

Time: The next day. 

SetrrinG: Same as Scene 1. 

Ar Rise: Grisetpa is dusting and 
knocks a vase of flowers onto the floor. 

GRISELDA: Oops! 

Eviza (Entering from left): Now what 
in the name of heaven have you 
done, Griselda? 

GRISELDA: I was just dusting. 

Eiza: Well, wipe up the mess. I want 
things tidy when Mr. Loophole and 
Mr. Quack get here. 

GRISELDA (Kneeling on floor): ll fix 
everything. 

Exiza: And please be careful. 

Guory (Entering from right and looking 
dejected): Well, this is the day. 

Euiza: Still frettin’ about what you 
seen yesterday, Glory. I just can’t 
believe it of Abner to be taken with 
a brazen hussy. Isn’t like him at all. 

Guory: It was terrible, Mother. He 
had his arms around her, and she 
was struggling 

Exuiza: And I always thought he wa; 
the bashful type. 

Guory: Are you going to sell the farm? 

Exuiza: Can’t make up my mind. 
Could do a lot with five thousand 
dollars, I suppose. Herman Sprout 


wants to sell his general store. 
Thought I might buy it. There’s 
good divin’ quarters over it. Be a 


mighty cosy place to spend my last 

(There is a knock at center 
door.) That must be Mr. Loophole 
and Mr. Quack. You decided about 
his proposal, Glory? 

Gory: Oh, I just can’t make up my 
mind. 

Exviza: He’s a fine figure of a man. 
(GRISELDA rises from floor and goes to 


years. 








open door. LoopHoLeE and Quack 


enter.) 
LoopHoLe: Good morning. Good 
morning. How bright and shining 


you all look. 

E1iza: Come in and sit down. (Loop- 
HOLE is carrying a black bag. He and 
Quack go lo sofa and sit.) 

Loopuo.e: And this is the hour of de- 
cision. (Patting bag) I have in this 
bag five thousand dollars in cash. 
(He reaches into pocket and removes a 
large paper.) And here — oh sweet 
and sentimental document — a mar- 
riage license. (He waves it.) Of 
course, if you decide to marry me, 
Miss Rhode, I shall live here, run 
your farm, and be delighted to wel- 
come your fair mother under our 
roof. (Grise.pa exits left with 
fragments of the vase and flowers.) 

Quack: A comfortable arrangement. 

LoopHo.e: Right you are, Quigley. 
And now, Miss Khode — or Glory, 
if I may be so bold — am I to be 
honored far above my just deserts by 
your lovely hand in marriage? 

Guory: I — well — well — I just don’t 
know. 

LoopHo.e: But, my dear, surely you 
have thought about this, surely 
(ABNER suddenly enters at up center.) 

ABNER: It’s friend Abner, Eliza. And 
my advice is to sell the farm.. 

Guory: Why, Abner Crane. Do you 
have the audacity to appear here 
after what I saw yesterday. Kissing 
that woman 

ABNER: Now, wait a minute, Glory. 
There’s no reason to fly off the 
handle before you know the facts. 

Guory (Acidly): I saw the facts. 

ABNER: You haven’t seen all of them, I 


can tell you that. So can Loophole 
here. 

LoopHoLe (Coughing): Er—I don’t 
know what you mean, Mr. Crane. 
ABNER: You know all right — sure as 
tarnation. But important things 
first. Eliza, you’d better sell the 

farm. 

Guory: Don’t listen to him, mother. 
His word means nothing any more. 
Exuiza: Well, Abner — you have me all 
mixed up. Yesterday you said don’t 

sell — now you say sell. 

LoopHo.e: Constancy is obviously not 
one of Mr. Crane’s virtues — in 
women or in business. 

Guory: I’m not sure he has any virtues. 
Abner, I think you’d better go now. 

ABNER: Sell the farm and sell it quick, 
Eliza. (Sharply) Of course, maybe 
Loophole here is just fakin’. Maybe 
he doesn’t intend to buy the farm, 
anyway. Maybe he figures on gettin’ 
it the easy way by marryin’ Glory. 

LoopuHo.e: Sir, I object to these base 
insinuations. 

Quack: You tell him, Daniel. 

ABNER: I’m _ not 
statin’. 

LoopuoLe: Mr. Crane, I would have 
you know that all my life I have 
been guided by one great principle: 
nothing that is false will ever do me 
good. 

ABNER: 
teeth? 

LoorpnoLe (Exasperated and goaded 
into acting): Very well, Mr. Crane. 
I shall prove to you that Daniel J. 
Loophole is a man of honor. (/e 
rises and goes lo center lable. He takes 
a paper from his pocket.) Here is the 
bill of sale and deed drawn up by 


insinuatin’. I’m 


You forgettin’ about your 








your own lawyer, Mrs. Rhode. Once 
both of us sign this document, and 
the money changes hands, the trans- 
action will be legal and irrevocable. 

Asner: Ir-irrevocable? 

LoorHo.Le: That simply means that 
everything will be final and un- 
changeable. 

ABNER: Say, that’s quite a word to 
mean all that. You’d better be care- 
ful about talkin’ so much around 
here come summer, Loophole. It 
gets pretty hot in these parts. 
You’re liable to get a sunburned 
tongue. (T'urns lo Eiiza) Well, bet- 
ter sign the paper right now, Eliza. 

GRriseELDA: I'll get the pen and ink. 
(She rushes out and returns almost al 
once with quill-pen and ink, placing 
them on table. Looruoie gives Eviza 
the document, which she signs. Then 
he signs, too.) 

LoopHo.e (Opening bag with a flourish 
and beginning to remove piles of 
money): And here is the five thousand 
dollars. (Hands Exiza the money) 
The farm is now mine, and what do 
you think of that, Mr. Abner Crane? 

Eiza: Oh, doesn’t it look lovely! 

Asner: So now everything’s legal, 
isn’t it? 

LoopuHo.e: Solid and unchangeable as 
the Rock of Gibraltar. 

Quack: And that’s pretty solid. 

ABNER: Then I think there’s somethin’ 
you ought to know, Mr. Loophole. 
There’s no cannin’ company ever 
goin’ to pay you a red cent for this 
farm. | 

LoopuoLe: What's that? (Somewhat 
flustered) Who said anything about 
a canning company? 

ABNER: You’re not pullin’ the wool 
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over my eyes, Loophole. I wasn’t 
born yesterday. I sold a parcel of 
land myself to the Tin Brothers’ 
Cannin’ Company. There’s one 
thing about this farm you never did 
discover, though. 

Loopuo.e: I doubt it, my good man. 

Quack (Uncomfortably): I’m begin- 
ning to wonder. 


ABNER: Just about a third of this 
farm — fact is, all the land near the 
river — is under water for a good 
three months of the year. Guess 


there’s no cannin’ factory wants its 
workers drowned every spring. 

LOOPHOLE: So that’s it. Well, let me 
tell you something, my bright Mr. 
Crane. I happen to have checked all 
that. And the marker which shows 
how high the river rises is placed 
only about ten yards from the river. 

ABNER: That’s right. 

LoopHoLe: So you’re wrong. 

ABNER: No, I’m not. I put the marker 
there myself when I heard you was 
inquirin’ about the farm. Thought 
it might help Eliza get a good price. 

LoopuHo.e (Angrily): You put it there? 

AnNeER: Sure did. Moved it at least five 
hundred yards. 

LoopHoue: You swindler! (CONSTABLE 
PERKINS suddenly. ) 

ConstaBLeE: It’s swindlers I’m after. 

{L1zA: Why, Constable, what brings 
you here? 

ConsTaB_e: Got to take this here 
Loophole and Quack into custody. 
Their friend, Fifi LaTour, has done a 
good bit of talkin’ about them and 
the way they make a dishonest 
livin’. They were all in cahoots. 

Quack: I told you. Never trust a 
woman. 


enters 











LoopHo.e: There’s some mistake. 

ConsTABLE: There sure is, and you 
made it. Better come quietly. I got 
a couple of my men outside — and 
they’re mighty strong fellows. 

LoopHo.e: This transaction must be 
voided. 

ABNER: Nope, the money belongs to 
Eliza. You said yourself the whole 
thing is ir-ir 

Guory: Irrevocable. 

Asner: That’s it. That’s what I mean. 
(ConstaBLe flakes LoopHoLe and 
Quack each by the arm.) 

ConsTaB_Le: Come along. ’Pears as if 
the police in a couple of towns are 
lookin’ for you fellows. 

LoopHoLe: Curses! (Shaking fist at 
ABNER) But I’ll have my revenge. 
ABNER: I wouldn’t be placin’ any bets 
on that. (ConsTaBLe, LoopHo.e, 

and Quack exit.) 

Euiza: Mercy me — what a day! 

GrisELDA: It’s wonderful. 

Guory (/cily): You still have left a 
good many things unexplained, Ab- 
ner Crane. 

ABNER: Oh, you mean about Fifi 
LaTour. 

Euiza: Yes, must be quite a story 
there, Abner. 

ABNER: I was able to explain every- 
thing to Constable Perkins. Fact is, 
I didn’t trust that girl from the be- 
ginnin’. Too painted up she was. 
My paw used to say, “Abner, never 
trust a coat of paint. You can’t ever 
be sure what’s under it.”’ 

E1iza: Wise words. 

ABNER: So I set out to test her. Told 
her I had eight hundred dollars on 
me. Fact is, I wouldn’t be so foolish 
as to carry cash on me. But I was 
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earryin’ a whole bunch of cigar 
coupons been savin’ ’em up 
toward a new churn. She took ’em 
from my pocket, and I told the 
Constable what he’d find in her 
pocket. She planted her own purse 
on me. When the Constable saw the 
cigar coupons in her pocket, like I 
said, he knew right away how things 
were. 

Guory (Melting): Oh, Abner, you’re so 
clever. 

Asner: And all that kissin’ and stuff 
well, she was doin’ it, not me. Fair 
to have broke my neck. 

Exiza: Well, Abner, you sure gave me 
a turn for a while, but I’m glad 
everything is all settled now. I’m 
goin’ to take this nice money into 
the kitchen and count it to my 
heart’s content. (She exits with 
money. GRISELDA follows her off.) 

Guory (Going to ABNER): I’m sorry, 
Abner, for misjudging you. 

ABNER (Shyly): Shucks, anybody can 
make a mistake. 

Guory: I was cruel. 

ABNER: Don’t pay it no mind. 

Guory: And now Mother has sold the 
farm and has five thousand dollars. 

ABNER: That’s nice. 

Guiory: And I’m wondering about my 
own future. 

ABNER: You can always help to spend 
the five thousand. Sounds like a 
mighty pleasant chore. 

Guory: I always like a man to help 
me with my chores. 

Asner: Well, they say I’m mighty 
handy. (Bashfully) Vil try to be 
useful. 

Guiory: That’s wonderful, Abner. 
(Dreamily) Sometimes I wish you 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
ABNER CRANE FROM Hayseep LANE 
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were more — well, romantic. Loop- 
hole always talked so beautifully of 
moonlight, soft music and flowers. 


ABNER (Coming toward her): Anyone Playing Time: 30 minutes. 
ean talk about flowers — but actions Costumes: Loophole wears a black suit, white 
speak louder than words. (He takes shirt and flowing bow tie, typical of the late 


nineties. Others dress in costumes of the 
period: Glory, Eliza, and Griselda in long 
dresses and white aprons. Abner wears 
overalls, a blue shirt and a straw hat and a 


a small object* from his pocket, holds tt 
up and presses it. A big bunch of 


flowers springs out and he presents it 
to the ecstatic Guorny. ABNER smiles 
broadly at Guory as the curtains 
close. ) 


THE END 


large watch in his pocket. Fifi LaTour 
wears a long, tight-fitting, slinky dress, 
long earrings, and a good deal of other 
jewelry to give the effect of gaudiness, and 
she carries a small purse. Quigley dresses 
in a style similar to Loophole’s. Constable 


Perkins wears a blue suit, blue hat with 
visor, and a star-shaped badge on his 
*This bunch of “Spring Flowers’”’ may be jacket. 
eo thased at a magician supply house; or a 
youquet of artificial flowers may be sub- 


stituted. 


Properties: Basin, wooden spoon, mending 
basket, stockings, needle, thread, basin 
with cereal to represent chicken feed, 
broom, small purse, roll of coupons, cu 
and saucers, dust-cloth, black bag, pac 
ages of stage money | large sheet of paper 
representing legal document, quill pen and 
inkwell, bunch of “Spring Flowers,” red 
handkerchief. 


Setting: Scene 1: The living room of the 
Rhode farm furnished in typical Old New 
England farm style: Upstage center is a 
door leading to outside, and at left and 
right of this are windows. In the center 
stands a large table on which there is a vase 
with flowers and the family Bible. Down- 
stage center there is a rocking chair and 
downstage left a rather shabby sofa. On the 
wall, left, there is a sampler which reads 

“Home Sweet Home.” Scenes 2 and 3 may 
be played in front of curtains. For Scene 3 
a table and two chairs, suggesting a 
restaurant, should be in the center of the 
stage. Scene 4 is the same as Scene 1. 
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The 


Characters 
Tommy 
Mary 
GUNMAN 
TRAINMAN 
GLADYS 
ARLENE 
Mr. Bronson 
POLICEMAN 
OTHER PASSENGERS 

Tre: Late evening. 

Serrine: The cross-cut section of a local 
subway train, 8th Avenue Line, New 
York City. 

At Rise: Subway door, center, opens. 
Station sign reading 42ND StrEeET — 
Times Square is displayed on pillar. 
Passengers are discharged while others 
enter and take their seats. TRAINMAN 
enters left, looks out door and returns 
left, out of sight of the audience. 
Guapys and ARLENE enter and find 
seats to left of door. 

Guiapys (Sighing): Well, it wasn’t a 
bad night, Arlene. 

ARLENE: It could have been better. 
Imagine, Gladys! Those guys 
wouldn’t take us home! 

Giapys: Who wants to go to Carnarsie 
at this hour? 

ARLENE: I think they had a lot of 
nerve. I’m swearing off men. 

Guapys: Can’t say that I blame you. 
Some of them are pretty fresh. Look 
at that guy at the office. He’s only 
been there three days and already 
he’s asked me for a date. 

ARLENE: Wolf! 


End of the Line 


by John Murray 





Guapys (Nodding): I told him off, all 
right! 

ARLENE: Good for you. I hope you 
gave him a good piece of your mind 
when you refused. 

Giapys (Surprised): Refused? Are 
you kidding? I’m meeting him to- 
morrow night at seven! (Grrs’ con- 
versation is lost in the hubbub of new 
passengers. Among passengers 1s 
Tommy, about twenty-three, dressed 
in sport coat and slacks. He carries 
a baseball scorecard and his disgust 
about the conclusion of the game is 
apparent. He takes a seat at right of 
door. Another male PasseNGER 
enters and winks at Tommy.) 

PASSENGER: Hi, Sport! I saw you up 
at the Polo Grounds tonight. Your 
Bums didn’t do so good. 

Tommy: Get lost! (Tommy jams score- 
card into his pocket as PASSENGER 
laughs and walks right to adjoining 
train. Mary enters center. She 
stares fitfully around train and quickly 
takes seat beside Tommy. She is a 
pretty, young girl but she has evidently 
been running. She tries to catch her 
breath and her hair is mussed. She 
looks out the open door and grasps 
Tommy’s arm. He turns.) 

Mary (Low): Talk to me quicklv! 
Please talk to me! 

Tommy: What’s the idea? 

Mary: Say something! Anything! 
(GUNMAN, in dark coat with turned-up 
collar and hat appears in frame of 
subway door. His hands are thrust 


into his pockets. He glances at Mary.) 

Tommy: What do you want me to say? 

Mary (Louder and casual, talking for 
GuUNMAN’S benefit): I’m certainly 
glad I met you, Frank. Now I won’t 
have to go home alone. 

Tommy (Quickly): My name isn’t 
Frank. It’s Tommy and I don’t 
know where you live. 

Mary (Low): Please! (Louder) And is 
your mother better? 

Tommy: Well, her leg’s been acting up 
again but-—hey! You don’t even 
know Mom. I wish you’d tell me — 
(Mary grips his arm again as he 
stops. GUNMAN turns away and is 
lost from view.) 

Mary (Straining neck to watch Gun- 
MAN’S exit): He’s gone! Oh, he’s by 
the phone booth now! 

Tommy: Who? (Tommy turns and 
looks out door) 

Mary: That man in the dark hat and 
coat! (Points) There he is! He was 
watching me! 

Tommy: I think you owe me an ex- 
planation. 

Mary: When will this train leave? 

Tommy: In five minutes. There aren’t 
too many running at this time of 
night. (Soberly) Maybe I’m a 
simple-minded guy, but this doesn’t 
make any sense to me. 

Mary (Watching door): He’s in the 
booth now! He’s calling someone! 
(Looks at Tommy) I’m afraid of that 
man! 

Tommy: If he followed you, why didn’t 
you call a cop? 

Mary: There wasn’t time to call a 
cop. I —I had to get away! 

Tommy: You’re trembling. 

Mary (Sobbing): I’m so frightened! 


26 


Tommy (Resolutely): If he bothers you 
again, I’ll nab him. 

Mary: No, no! He might have a gun! 

Tommy: A gun! (Prepares to rise) 
Listen lady, I'll always help a pretty 
girl, but I’m a peace-loving fellow. 
If you’re having a fight with a guy 
toting a gun, you can count me out! 

Mary: I never saw him before tonight! 

Tommy: And I don’t want to see him 
again! 

Mary: Oh, don’t leave me! (Mary 
draws Tommy back to seat. He sits.) 

Tommy: Look! I just saw a crummy 
night ball game. My team got 
trounced. I have to be up at six 
in the morning and it’s three long 
days to pay day. I’ve got troubles of 
my own. 

Mary: Please stay with me until the 
train leaves! That man — in the 
phone booth! He might come back! 
He might get on this train! 

Tommy: Why are you afraid? 

Mary (Quickly): He’s going to kill 
Mr. Bronson! 

Tommy: Who? 

Mary: Mr. Bronson. He’s the man I 
work for. I have two _ bosses. 
Bronson and Shields. And I know 
that man is going to kill Mr. Bronson! 

Tommy: Take it slow. 

Mary: That man’s a hired killer! 

Tommy: What are we waiting for? 
Let’s call a cop! 

Mary: Listen to me! I saw him in 
Mr. Bronson’s office — and I know 
he’ll stop at nothing! That’s why 
he followed me into the subway! 
If he saw me move toward a police- 
man, he’d — 

Tommy: Tell me what happened. 
(Quickly) You’re playing it straight? 





Mary: It’s the truth. I swear it! 

Tommy: What were you doing at the 
office so late.? 

Mary: I stayed in town tonight. I 
live in Brooklyn and I thought I’d 
treat myself to dinner and a show. 

Tommy: Yeah? A pretty girl like you 
shouldn’t have to go out — alone. 

Mary: Please listen! After the show, 
I remembered that I had left a 
package at the office. Tomorrow is 
Mom’s birthday and I bought some- 
thing for her during lunch today. I 
wanted her to have it tomorrow 
morning. 

Tommy: Where is your office? 

Mary: Forty-second Street. Next to 
the Port of Authority Building. The 
show is only a few doors away, and 
I went back to the office. 

Tommy (Still skeptical): It was pretty 
late to go back. 

Mary: I told you I had to get that 
present. Why don’t you believe me? 

Tommy: 0O.K. Forget it. It just doesn’t 
seem likely that an ordinary guy 
gets dumped smack into a murder 
mystery. 

Mary: I found the package on my 
desk, and I was about ready to leave 
when I heard something in the hall- 
way — outside the office door. 

Tommy: Yes? 

Mary: It was terrible! Have you ever 
been in a large office building at 
night? (Tommy shakes head.) You 
can almost feel the silence settling 
around you. I —I was frightened! 
And then, I saw a shadow on the 
glass door. Someone was standing 
outside the door! 

Tommy: I’m listening. 

Mary: I didn’t know what to do. 
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I had a feeling that the person 
didn’t belong in the office. I don’t 
know whether he heard me or not. 
I just knew that I had to hide — 
and get away fast! 

Tommy: What did you do? 

Mary: I thought I’d remain quiet 
and he’d go away. I guess I waited 
a few minutes —- it felt like hours 
but he wasn’t going to leave. I saw 
the doorknob turn! I saw the door 
open! And then he came into the 
office. 

Tommy: I don’t blame you for being 
frightened. 

Mary: It happened so quickly! I ran 
and hid behind the big filing cabinet! 
It’s right back of my desk. I prayed 
that he wouldn’t see me! 

Tommy: And it was the guy in the 
turned-up coat? 

Mary (Nodding): He seemed to know 
his way around the office. He had 
a flash light, and I don’t think he 
noticed the small lamp on my desk. 

Tommy: Did he see you? 

Mary: No, he passed my desk and 
went into Mr. Bronson’s office. 

Tommy: Is there another office? 

Mary: Yes. There are really three 
offices in the place. My desk is in 
the reception office. Then there are 
two doors. One leads into Mr. 
Bronson’s office. The other door 
goes into Mr. Shields’. 

Tommy: Then what happened? 

Mary: He didn’t close Mr. Bronson’s 
door and I could hear him moving 
around. Then I heard him dialing 
the telephone. _ 

Tommy: That’s a hot one! Don’t tell 
me that he went into the office to 
make a call. 








Mary (Quickly): He got his party, 
and I heard him say that he had 
gotten to the office all right. He 
waited a few minutes while the 
person on the other end of the wire 
spoke and then he said that every- 
thing was ready. He said that he 
was waiting for the guy in the office! 

Tommy: Ready? Waiting? 

Mary (Nodding): He said there 
wouldn’t be any slip-ups and that 
the job was going to cost plenty. 
Murder was a risky business! I 
didn’t know what he meant, but, be- 
fore he hung up, he said that he 
wasn’t going to risk his neck if he 
didn’t get his price. 

Tommy: How about that! 
softly) 

Mary: I knew what he meant! Some- 
one had hired him to commit 
murder! Somebody wanted to kill 
Mr. Bronson! 

Tommy: You spoke about 
partner. 

Mary: Mr Shields? Oh, he wasn’t 
talking about Mr. Shields. He’s in 
Chicago on a business trip. He’s not 
due back until next week. 

Tommy: I see. Then someone was 
paying this bozo to finish off Bron- 
son. (Mary nods.) 

Mary (Quickly): I knew I had to get 
away and warn Mr. Bronson! I 
couldn't go to the police! No one 
was actually killed. They get 
thousands of crazy complaints every 
day and, by the time they checked 
my story, it might be too late. 

Tommy: I get it. This guy had prob- 
ably called Bronson earlier in the 
night and arranged to meet him at 
the office. When your boss gets 


(Whistles 


another 


there — (Tommy shakes head.) 

Mary: I stepped away from the filing 
cabinet, and then my sleeve must 
have brushed against the desk lamp. 
It crashed to the floor! And the 
man came running out of Mr. 
Bronson’s office! 

Tommy: That was bad. He must have 
known you heard him on the phone. 

Mary: I saw him coming at me and I 
turned and ran! I could hear his 
footsteps behind me! I reached 
the service stairs and got away! 

Tommy: And he followed you? 

Mary: Yes, our office is on the second 
floor and I guess he must have 
stumbled against my desk. It 
slowed him down. But he still came 
after me, I got to the street and 
ran into the Authority Terminal and 
down the subway steps. You know 
the rest. 

Tommy: I’d like to get my hands on 
that guy! 

Mary: Maybe he'll leave me alone 
now. He won’t try to kill me in the 
subway. 

Tommy: That would be risky. Too 
many people around. But we can’t 
sit here all night waiting for him 
to decide to kill you. (Suddenly) 
He saw you talking tome. He knows 
I’m on to his game. (Glances out 
subway door) He’s still in the phone 
booth. Unless I miss my guess, 
he’s talking to the person that he 
called in the office. He’s probably 
telling him that the plans went 
wrong. 

Mary: I have to get in touch with 
Mr. Bronson. 

Tommy: That’s an idea. 

Mary: The police mightn’t believe me 








but Mr. Bronson will. Maybe he 
knows the man. Maybe he’ll know 
who wants to kill him. 

Tommy: Where can we find Bronson? 

Mary: He lives downtown. If I could 
only reach a phone! 

Tommy: No, that would be bad with 
that guy on your trail. You're 
staying with me. I’ll go to Bronson’s 
with you. 

Mary: Aren’t you afraid? 

Tommy: Well, I don’t like the idea that 
the guy might have a gun, but I’m 
not going to let him push you 
around. 

Mary: Maybe he’ll go away. 

Tommy: I doubt that. He knows you 
can identify him as a hired killer. 
He won’t give up that easily. 

Mary: What are we going to do? 

Tommy (Brightly): Let’s give him the 
slip. (They rise and move hurriedly 
toward the subway door. Tommy 
halts at door and shoves Mary back 
into the train. He returns with her 
and they sit.) Too late. He just 
got out of the booth. He’s heading 
back! 

Mary: I’m afraid to look! (Tommy 
glances casually out door.) Can you 
see him now? 

Tommy (Muted): He’s heading for the 
next car. 

Mary: The next car? 

Tommy: Yes, we’re going to have com- 
pany on this ride. (Glances left) I 
can see him. He’s watching us 
through the connecting door. 

Mary: Don’t look! Pretend you don’t 
see him! 

Tommy: He knows I saw him. He’s 
just standing there — watching us. 

Mary: Let’s leave now! We can run 


and call Mr. Bronson. (They rise 
quickly but the subway door slides 
closed.) 

Tommy: Trapped! It was a good idea, 
anyway. (Return to seats) Your 
friend has the laugh on us. (The 
subway motor roars and the passengers 
sway slightly, simulating the effect of 
speed. Occasionally, Mary glances 
left in GuNMAN’s direction, and 
Tommy pats her arm reassuringly. 
The other passengers read and talk, 
unaware of the drama which is un- 
folding about them. Slowly, the sub- 
way motor subsides and the swaying 
motion is gradually halted. The sub- 
way door opens and the audience now 
sees a subway station sign bearing 
the legend 347u Street — PENNSYL- 
VANIA STATION. A few passengers 
leave the train and others enter, 
Guapys and ARLENE who have chatted 
quietly throughout the action of the 
play remain in their seats.) 

Guapys: And I simply don’t know 
what to wear tomorrow night. Do 
you like the green dress or the one 
trimmed with the little stars? 

ARLENE: In your case, it doesn’t 
matter. 

Guapys (Glaring): What? 

ARLENE: Oh, don’t be like that. You 
know what I mean. You're so easily 
hurt. Really, Gladys! You're the 
most sensitive person I know. (ArR- 
LENE attempts to soothe Guapys’ 
feelings but their conversation is lost 
to the audience.) 

Mary: Can you see him? 
there? 

Tommy (Glancing left): Yeah, he’s still 
watching us. 

Mary: Shouldn’t we leave now? 


Is he still 
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Tommy: I don’t know. I think we’re 
better off on the train. I wouldn’t 
want to be running target practice 
for any gunman. What I wouldn’t 
give to see a cop now! 

Mary: I told you he mightn’t be- 
lieve us. 

Tommy: I'd like to give it a try. (Softer) 
Keep looking at me. Pretend you 
don’t see him. 

Mary: I’m scared! 

Tommy: Tell me about your bosses. 
Who is this Bronson? 

Mary: He hasn’t been Mr. Shields’ 
partner for too long. Bronson was 
in business in another city, but his 
partner died. He sold his interest 
and moved to New York. 

Tommy: Is it a big company? 

Mary: No, a small outfit, I don’t 
think that anyone would profit 
greatly by Mr. Bronson’s death 
except — 

Tommy: Yes? 

Mary (Brightly): The insurance, of 
course! Shields and Bronson have 
a partnership-insurance policy! 

Tommy: I’ve heard about them. Each 
partner takes an insurance policy 
on the other’s life. 

Mary: Yes. If anything happened to 
Mr. Bronson, Shields would get one 
hundred thousand dollars. 

Tommy: One hundred thousand! That’s 
a motive for murder! 

Mary: But I can’t believe that Mr. 
Shields would plan a murder. 

Tommy: You can’t tell when that kind 
of dough’s involved. It certainly 
limits the suspects. Shields receives 
the dough and the business if Bron- 
son is killed. (Snaps fingers) And a 
perfect alibi! He’s a thousand miles 
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away and he hires a guy to do the 
work for him. The police wouldn’t 
suspect him. 

Mary: That’s what that man was 
talking about. He wanted a lot of 
money — to kill Mr. Bronson! (Sub- 
way door closes. The group of pas- 
sengers is considerably smaller. The 
train motor is heard and the swaying 
motion is resumed. Mary and 
Tommy are seen talking excitedly, but 
their words are lost beneath the roar 
of the motor. Presently the subway 
stops, the door is opened and a station 
sign reading 23RD STREET 18 seen.) 

Tommy: I don’t like the set-up. Are 
you sure that Shields is out of town? 

Mary: Oh, yes. Bronson called him 
yesterday. Long distance. I placed 
the call. 

Tommy: Was Bronson in the office 
most of the day? 

Mary: Yes, we were quite busy. He 
dictated a lot of letters, and he kept 
me going. 

Tommy: What time did he leave? 

Mary: He left early in the afternoon. 
About two. He said that he had to 
go to the Western Union office and 
then to his apartment. 

Tommy: Western Union? 

Mary (Nodding): He had to send a 
wire. 

Tommy (Gesturing left): I still don’t 
see what that guy was doing at the 
office. Was he planning to kill 
Bronson there? 

Mary: I guess so. 

Tommy: But it’s after midnight. Does 
Bronson ever go to the office that 
late? 

Mary: I don’t know. I was there by 
accident. You said that he might 











have called Bronson and tricked 
him into coming to the office. 
(Shudders) I shouldn’t have gone 
back! 

Tommy: Forget that now. We have 
a killer on our hands — and I’m 
getting tired of this cat-and-mouse 
game! 

Mary (Wearily): You’ve been very 
kind. I’m sorry that I’m giving you 
so much trouble. 

Tommy: That’s all right. I don’t know 
how it will turn out — but we'll see 
it through together. (Subway door 
closes, motor 1s heard, swaying resumes 
and train continues its downtown run. 
In a short time, the train reaches the 
next station. The door is opened and 
a sign reading 147TH STREET is seen. 
All the passengers except ARLENE, 
Guiapys, Tommy and Mary are dis- 
charged, and no new passengers 
enter.) 

Tommy: We've got to think fast. 
There are only a few more stations 
left. 

Mary (Slowly): The end of the line! 

Tommy: We can’t travel all night. 
Maybe we will see a policeman. I 
don’t care whether he believes us 
or not. I’ll sock him if necessary. 
We’ll be safe in jail. 

Mary: You're right. I should have 
thought of that at 42nd Street. But 
I was so frightened. I just wanted 
to get away from that man. 

Tommy: Where does Bronson live? 

Mary: His apartment is two blocks 
from the last station, Greenwich 
Village. If we can only make it — 

Tommy: We'll have to make it! He'll 
believe us and he’!I tell us what todo. 

Mary: It still doesn’t seem possible 


that Shields planned to have him 
killed. 

Tommy: We'll find out. (Train door 
closes and subway motor is heard. 
As the train progresses. Tommy 
smiles at Mary and, for the first time, 
she manages a faint smile. Train 
slows down, the sound of the motor 
fades away, and the train finally 
stops. Door opens and a sign reading 
West 47H Srreet is seen.) 

Guiapys: And was I mad! That guy 
knew all the answers. He told me 
that I looked like Monroe. 

ARLENE (Surprised): Is that bad? 
(Blissfully) I wish some feller would 
tell me that I looked like Marilyn! 

Guiapys (Angrily): Not Marilyn, silly. 
Vaughn! 

Tommy (Glancing left): Our playmate 
is still with us. 

Mary: There are only three stations 
left: Prince Street, Canal, and The 
Terminal. 

Tommy: We don’t have far to go. 

Mary: Oh, I wish someone else would 
get on this train. (Gestures toward 
ARLENE and Guapys) They’ll never 
realize how much we appreciated 
their company! 

Tommy: Anyhow Mr. Triggerman 
won’t try anything with those two 
eye witnesses! 

Mary: I wish he’d stop watching us! 

Tommy: Don’t worry. We’re keeping 
our eyes on him, too. We'll be ready. 

Mary: You’ve been awfully kind. 

Tommy (Casually): I’m protecting my 
own hide. Don’t forget —I’m in 
this, too! (Train door closes and 
subway continues to the next station. 
Tommy and Mary attempt to appear 
casual, but their faces are tired and 








drawn. Tommy glances left, but Mary 
avoids looking in that direction as 
though she cannot bear to turn her 
eyes upon the GUNMAN. When the 
train finally arrives at the station, the 
door is opened and the subway station 
sign, Prince Srreet, is seen. AR- 
LENE and GLaApyYs continue lo chatter, 
but their voices are inaudible. Tommy 
glances furtively into car left.) 

Tommy (Happily): It looks as though 
our friend is going to leave! 

Mary: Oh, no! He's not going to 
follow us any more? (She looks left.) 

Tommy: I don’t know. Wait! He's 
stepping out of the train! 

Mary: We're safe! 

Tommy: It beats me. I can’t figure it 
out. Why is he giving up the chase 
now? 

Mary: It doesn’t matter. 
to let us alone! 

Tommy (Glancing out door): There he 
goes! (Stands) 

Mary: What are you going to do? 

Tommy: I’m going to follow him. 

Mary: No! Please! (She grabs 
Tommy’s arm.) I don’t care about 
him! All I want to do is to get to 
Mr. Bronson’s apartment! We must 
warn him! 

Tommy (Quickly): But that guy is 
getting away! 

Mary: That’s not important. After 
we report this to Bronson, the police 
will arrest Shields. They’ll make 
him tell about that man. 

Tommy: Suppose that guy has a 
partner. Maybe he'll call him and 
have him waiting for us at the end 
of the line. 

Mary (Thoughtfully): Yes, that’s pos- 
sible. (Brightly) But we can get 


He’s going 
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off at Canal Street. 
before the last stop. 

Tommy: A good idea! We’ll call the 
police and then get to Bronson’s 
apartment. (Tommy sits as car door 
closes and train resumes trip. The 
subway motor is heard, but it is some- 
what lower, enabling the audience to 
hear the dialogue. TRAINMAN enters.) 

TRAINMAN (Announcing): Next stop — 
Hudson Terminal! Last stop. 
(Tommy looks at Mary. She rises 
and rushes to TRAINMAN.) 

Mary: The terminal? Doesn’t this 
train stop at Canal? 

TRAINMAN: No, ma’am. Canal Street 
station is closed for repairs. 

Tommy (Rising): What? 

TRAINMAN: Station closed at eleven 
for the past two weeks. Now, you 
can take a cab from the Terminal 
back to Canal and (Stops as Mary 
leaves him and What’s the 
matter, ma’am? 

Mary (Slowly): It’s nothing. (TRAIN- 
MAN shakes head and exits left.) 
We're trapped! There will be some- 
one waiting at the end of the line. 

Tommy: We can’t do anything about 
it now. (Helpfully) 1 wonder 
whether the trainman can — 

Mary (Quickly): No, no one can help 
us! They'll stop at nothing now! 
It’s their last chance! If we are 
allowed to leave the Terminal, they 
know we'll go to the police! 

Tommy: But that guy left the train at 
Prince Street. It doesn’t make sense. 
If someone is waiting for us at the 
Terminal, how will he recognize us? 
That guy in the office is the only 
one who can identify you. How will 
his confederate know you? 


The station 


sits) 








Mary: I don’t know. (Stops suddenly) 
Unless he has seen me before. 

Tommy: That might check. (He rises 
suddenly.) Wait a minute! 

Mary: What is it, Tommy? 

Tommy: Are you sure that Shields 
was in Chicago yesterday. 

Mary: Oh, yes. I told you that I 
placed the long distance call. I 
spoke to him. He told me that 
he was going to be there for another 
week. And don’t forget the gunman 
spoke to him, too. Why, I was right 
behind him when he dialed! 

Tommy: Then we’ve been wrong about 
the whole thing. I knew that some- 
thing was missing! (Turns left. 
Mary rises.) 

Mary: Where are you going? 

Tommy: I’ve got a plan! 

Mary: Please tell me! 

Tommy: Not now! You'll have to 
trust me! We’re going to play this 
my way! 

Mary: What are you going to do? 

Tommy: I’m getting out of this train. 
Trust me, Mary! (Fzits left.) 

Mary (Calling): Tommy! Come back! 
Please don’t leave me! (GLAapyYs and 
ARLENE’S allention is turned to her. 
The train stops as Mary sinks wearily 
to the seat. Subway door opens and 
audience now sees the sign bearing the 
legend Hupson TeRMINAL. GLADYS 
and ARLENE stand and walk to door. 
They nod sympathetically at Mary.) 

Guapys (7'o Mary): What’s the matter 
honey? 

ARLENE: Oh, men are such cads! 

Guapys: They certainly are. (Smiling) 
But if it wasn’t for them, we’d be 
at a loss for words. (Jo Mary) Are 
you going our way? 


Mary (Slowly): No—no. I’m so 
tired! Too tired to run any more! 

ARLENE: Come on, Gladys. We'll 
just be on time to make train con- 
nections. 

Guapys: Canarsie, here we come! 
(Guapys and ARLENE exit. Mary 
rises, preparing to call them back, but 
she drops her hand in a helpless 
gesture. She is suddenly aware of the 
emptiness of the train. She runs 
toward door.) 

Mary (Screaming): Oh, don’t leave 
me here alone! (Mr. Bronson ap- 
pears in subway door frame, blocking 
her escape.) 

Mary: Mr. Bronson! How — how did 
you get here? (She falls into his 
arms and sobs.) 

Bronson: It’s all right, Mary. You 
needn’t worry. 
Mary (Quickly): 
going to kill you! 

talking in your office! 

Mr. Bronson: You heard a great deal. 

Mary (Breathlessly): I think he was 
talking to Mr. Shields! Mr. Shields 
hired him, and Tommy thought it 
was about the insurance! 

Mr. Bronson: Tommy? 

Mary (Nodding): He’s a man I met 
on the train. He was wonderful, but 
I suppose he didn’t want to get in- 
volved. He — he went away. 

Mr. Bronson: You shouldn’t have 
told anyone about the phone call in 
the office. That was very foolish. 

Mary: Foolish? (Stands back and 
regards Bronson.) I wanted to 
help you. 

Mr. Bronson: Yes, I realize that. 
But you might tell someone else 
about tonight. 


But someone is 
I heard him 








Mary: I don’t know what you mean. 

Mr. Bronson: You might tell Mr. 
Shields, for instance. 

Mary: Mr. Shields? He’s behind the 
whole thing, isn’t he? (Bronson 
smiles and suddenly grips Mary’s 
arm.) You're hurting me! (Bronson 
does not release grip.) Isn't Mr. 
Shields in Chicago? That man in 
the office . . . He called him! I 
heard 

Mr. Bronson (Quickly): You heard 
too much! 

Mary (Suddenly): It wasn’t Mr. 
Shields! That man dialed a number! 
He didn’t speak to long distance! 
He wasn’t trying to get Mr. Shields! 
He was talking to someone here 
in the city! He was trying to get 
you! He was talking to you! 

Mr. Bronson: You're very clever, 
Mary. Yes, he was talking to me. 
He told me that all the arrangements 
were made. He went to the office to 
meet Shields. You had it all figured 
out. But Shields wasn’t planning 
to kill me for the insurance. 

Mary (Slowly): You were planning to 
kill him! (Puzzled) Mr. Shields was 
in Chicago. How 

Mr. Bronson (Smiling): An urgent 
telegram will bring one’s business 
partner back to town. 

Mary: A telegram! You went to 
Western Union today. You wired 
Mr. Shields and told him to return 
to New York tonight! Did you tell 
him to go to the office? (Bronson 
nods.) That man was going to wait 
there! He was going to kill Mr. 
Shields! 

Mr. Bronson: Yes, it was unfortunate 


that you went to the office. One 


hundred thousand dollars is a lot of 
money. You see, I would have had 
the perfect alibi. I was in my apart- 
ment all night. The doorman and 
the man at the desk — they knew 
I was there. 

Mary: But the wire could be traced 
to you. 

Mr. Bronson: That is not damaging. 
Of course, I requested that my 
partner return to New York. If 
he were found dead in the office 
under mysterious circumstances, no 
one could prove that I killed him. 

Mary (Continuing): When I got into 
this train, that man called you again. 
He told you that something went 
wrong. 

Mr. Bronson: Oh, he’s a fast-thinking 
man. Not too scrupulous, but very 

fast-thinking. I told him to watch 

you until the train reached Prince 

Street. I knew that the train no 

longer stopped at Canal. If you re- 

mained on the train after Prince, I 

would meet you here 

minal. 


at the Ter- 

On the other hand, if you 
left at any of the other stations 
before Prince, I instructed him to 
follow you and — well, I don’t wish 
to talk about unpleasant things. 
(BRONSON grips Mary's arm more 
firmly.) But now we must go. (He 
gestures toward backstage center with 
free hand.) The Brooklyn train is 
coming. <A frightened, hysterical 
girl is going to fall in the path of 
the train. 

Mary: No! (She struggles but she 
cannot break Bronson’s hold. He 
pulls her roughly towards the door. 
In the distance, the motor of an ap- 
proaching train is heard. As Mary 








the 


struggles, train’s 


louder.) 

Mr. Bronson (Coldly): Only a little 
while, Mary. Only a little while. 
(Mary struggles desperately. The 
train’s motor is almost deafening. As 
Bronson almost has Mary out the 
subway door, Tommy, TRAINMAN, and 
a POLICEMAN with a drawn gun rush 
in left. Bronson drops Mary’s arm 
and is about to run, but the Po.ice- 
MAN blocks his path and, drawing a 
pair of handcuffs from his pocket, 
clasps them on BRONSON’S wrists.) 

PoLiceMEN (7'o Orners): I’m taking 
this bird to the station. (7 Mary) 
You’d better come along to make 
the necessary identification. 

Tommy: We'll be there! (TRAINMAN, 
BRONSON and POLICEMAN exit center) 

Mary (Sobbing): I thought you’d left! 
(Sobs) 

Tommy (Comforting): It’s all over now. 
You can forget everything. 

Mary: But it was Bronson all the time. 
It was Bronson and I — we — 
thought 

Tommy (Nodding): | know. I was a 
prize boob. That telephone call in 
your office bothered me. As soon 
as you told me the gunman dialed, 
I knew that the person he was calling 
was probably in town. And then I 
thought that if Shields planned to 
have Bronson killed and returned to 
New York himself, he would have 
ruined his alibi. 

Mary: Bronson wired him to return. 

Tommy: That’s right. Shields was 
probably going to the office directly 
from the airport and that guy would 
be waiting for him. 

Mary: Where — where did you go? 


roar grows 


Tommy: It was the telegram business. 
It suddenly hit me. I knew that 
Bronson was pretty secretive about 
it if he didn’t want you to call 

- Western Union. You're his secre- 
tary. Why didn’t he have you tele- 
phone the wire? 

Mary (Nodding): And Bronson was at 
his apartment all night. The police 
couldn’t have proved a thing. Why, 
he might have gone to the office later 
and “discovered” the body. But 
I still don’t understand why you 
left me. 

Tommy: Well, I knew that Shields was 
back in town and his life was still 
in danger. That guy left the train at 
Prince Street. He might have gone 
back to the office, so I had to get a 
policeman. Luckily, the trainman 
helped me find one in the first car. 
When we got to the Terminal, the 
cop called headquarters and sent a 
squad car to the office to protect 
Shields when he arrived there, 
Meantime, I knew you were still in 
danger so I brought the cop back 
with me. You can bet I was sur- 
prised when I saw that man pushing 
you through that door. 

Mary: It was Bronson. 
me again, Tommy! 

Tommy: It was rough, I know, but I 
thought you’d be safer in this car 
with those two girls. I didn’t want 
you running around the train. Some- 
one might have decided to use us as 
clay pigeons. 

Mary (Sobbing): Bronson was going 
to kill me! The Brooklyn train! 
(She turns from open subway door, 
and Tommy puts his arms around her.) 

Tommy (Soothing): There, kid. 


Don’t leave 








Mary (Raising her head): But what 
about that other man? How will 
they find him? 

Tommy: Don’t worry. Bronson will 
talk. He was in business before. 
It'll be pretty interesting to see 
what happened to his other partner. 

Mary: Do you think — 

Tommy: I don’t know. A man doesn’t 
meet up with a hired killer unless 
he might have already used his — 
services! 

Mary: Oh, Tommy — that’s terrible! 

Tommy: You were a brave kid. We’d 
better get to headquarters. After 
that, I’m going to get you some 
coffee and take you home. 

Mary: Thanks, Tommy. 

Tommy (Brightly): And we'll have 
better nights. 

Mary: But — 

Tommy: I won’t let you go to any more 


shows — alone. (Mary smiles.) 
That reminds me. There’s a swell 
baseball game up at the Polo 


Grounds tomorrow night. 

Mary: I'd love it! Baseball is wonder- 
ful and the Giants are my team. 

Tommy (Crestfallen): The Giants? 
(Pushes his hat back on top of his 
head and rubs forehead.) Oh, 
brother! Am I going to have trouble 
with you! (Mary and Tommy laugh 
and exit center.) 


THE END 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


Tue Enp or THe Linz 


Characters: 5 male, 3 female, as many male 
and female extras as desired. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern, everyday dress. Tommy 
wears a sport jacket and slacks. 5 
Gladys, Arlene, Gunman, and Mr. Bronson 
wear hats and coats. Other posengess 
are dressed in suitable outdoor attire. 
Gunman’s coat has a turned-up collar. 
Trainman wears a conductor's uniform. 
Policeman wears an officer’s uniform. 

Properties: Two baseball score cards, gun, 
handcuffs, piel | signs marked: 
42nv Srreer — Times Square 
347rn Srreer — PENNSYLVANIA STATION 
23np STREET 
14ru Srrepr 
West 4ru Srreer 
Prince Srreer 
Hupson TeRmMinaL 

Setting: The cross-cut section of a local sub- 
way train, 8th Avenue Line, New York City. 
The long passengers’ seat is located upstage 
center and the seat is broken in the center 
by the train door which opens and shuts 
at the various stations. Above the seats 
are displayed colorful advertisement posters. 
The windows behind the seats may be 
blackened so that no outside scenery is 
necessary. When the train doors are 
opened, a pillar is seen upon which is 
affixed the subway sign as listed above. 
When the signs are used in the sequence, 
the audience will feel as though the “‘train”’ 
has actually been in motion during the 
course of the play. It is suggested that a 
train record be used to heighten the effect 
of the play. Members of the cast may 
also “sway” slightly to contribute to the 
train’s motion. The setting may be as 
elaborate or simple as desired. For the 
school with limited facilities, offstage voice 
may call stations, or Trainman may enter 
briefly to announce stops. If there is a 
center entrance, curtains may be opened 
and closed for stops. Passengers may re- 
main on set as long as the director deems 
necessary, but the number must decrease 
sharply as the train reaches its final 
destination — Tue Hupson TERMINAL. 

Lighting: No special effects. 








The Ten-Penny Tragedy 


by Josef A. Elfenbein 


Characters 


ANDREA, an attractive high school stu- 
dent 

GERALD, her friend 

Manrgsorie, a talkative, dramatic student 

ALEX, another student 

MARILYN, a “creatively imaginative”’ 
student 

Pui, a student on the basketball team 

Devia, a gossipy, close friend to 
Marjorie 

Mr. Fapp.e, nervous principal of the 
high school 


Time: Afternoon of a school day. 

Setrine: The “Information Desk’’ just 
outside of Principal Faddle’s office, 
bearing several textbooks, an open 
loose-leaf notebook, a box of tickets, a 
cash box and a telephone. Behind the 
desk is a free standing blackboard 
bearing the message: 
SPRING CARNIVAL FRIDAY AT 2 P.M. 
Prizes Contests 

TICKETS HERE 10¢ EACH 

At Rise: ANDREA is sitting on the desk, 
pencil in hand, talking on the tele- 
phone. In front of her is an open 
loose-leaf notebook, a box of tickets and 
a cash boz. | 

ANDREA: Yes, Miss Furbush. Tickets 
are available today. . . . They’re ten 
cents each... . No, ten cents. A 
dime. That’s right... . Yes, I can 
take one up to you. Are you in the 
English office? . . . No, no trouble 
at all. I’ll be glad to. Marjorie 
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Higgins takes over this desk when 
the bell rings. I’ll bring one ticket 
with me when I come... . . At the 
end of the period. . . . Yes, and 
thank you. Good-bye. (During this 
speech GERALD enters. He waits until 
the conversation is over.) 

GERALD: Here’s your ten cents, An- 
drea. I just got my allowance for 
the week. Thanks. 

ANDREA: Oh, me! Where will I put it? 
I have no pockets in this dress. I[’ll 
lose the dime. 

GerRaLp: Tie it in your handkerchief. 
You won’t lose your handkerchief. 

AnprREA: I shouldn’t. It’s my mother’s 
best handkerchief. Dad gave it to 
her for her birthday last month. 
She lent it to me today. I promised 
I'd take care of it. 

Geratp: I won’t hurt the handker- 
chief. Here give it to me. (He takes 
the handkerchief and ties the dime in 
it as he speaks.) This way you'll 
hang on to your money. 

Anprea: Hurry, Gerald. The period 
is almost over and I have to get a 
ticket up to Miss Furbush. Gosh, 
Marjorie should be along any minute. 

GERALD (Giving her the handkerchief): 
Here, all fixed. 

Anprea: Thanks. (She puts the hand- 
kerchief in the open loose-leaf note- 
book.) We're going to be late. (Bell 
rings for end of class.) 

Geratp: There’s Marjorie 
down the hall now. 


coming 











Anprea: She'll have some good excuse 
for being late, I know. 

Marys 
Sorry 


(Entering in a great hurry): 

I’m late, Andy, but Mr. 
Burton got caught on a dangling 
participle, and we were kept dan- 
gling with him. You can take off 


now. Don’t forget your books. 
Anprea: I'll just take my poetry 
book; I'll get the others later. 


(Closes the notebook concealing the 
handkerchicf.) 

GERALD: Sell lots of tickets, Marj. The 
basketball team new uni- 
forms. (GeraLp and ANDREA ezit.) 

Mars: I’! do my best. (Telephone rings. 
Mars goes lo desk, sits, takes up tele- 
phone) Hello, Spring Carnival tick- 
ets. Ten cents each. A dime apiece. 
Marjorie Higgins speaking. . . . Oh, 
yes, Miss Furbush, she just this 
minute left. She'll get it right up 
there, I’m sure... . Yes, ma’am, all 
classes after 2 p.m. on Friday are 
cancelled. .. . Yes, I’m sorry, too. 


needs 


I miss algebra. . . . It is too bad. 
But the team needs new uniforms. 
... Well, the moths got into them 
this summer. . . . No, there wasn’t 
enough left to sew together. They 
even ate the numbers off the backs. 
... Oh, they will take better care of 
them next summer. Lots of moth 
balls... . All right, Miss Furbush, if 
I see her... . Good-bye. (Bell rings 
signifying start of next period. AN- 
DREA and GERALD enter looking wor- 
ried. ) 

Mars: Andrea! Gerald! 
you doing here? 
English? 

Anpbrea: No, I’m looking for a hand- 
kerchief I lost. It has a dime in it. 


What are 
Are you cutting 
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Geratp: It was her mother’s and 
Andy lost it somewhere. 

Marys: A di’mond? Lost? 

AnpreA: How can I face my mother 
tonight? 

Mars: It was your mother’s? 

GeRALD: Her father gave it to her 
mother. 

Mars: Gosh, I didn’t see it. 

GERALD: Let’s go back and look in the 
hall. 

Mars: I certainly hope you find it. 
That’s awful. 

AnprEA (Leaving): I’m worried sick! 
(ANDREA and GERALD exit. Mar- 
sorie gets up and follows them down 
the hall with her eyes. AwLex enters 
from other side and raps on the desk 
for attention.) 

Avex: Cash customer! Cash cus- 
tomer! A ticket to the Carnival. 

Mars (Turning, slightly dazed, her 
mind far off): What’d you say? 

Auex: I want a ticket to the — (Goes 
to her) Say what’s the matter with 
you? 

Marys: Poor Andy. 

Avex: What’s the matter with “poor 
Andy’’? 

Mars (Going back to her seat at the 
desk): It’s terrible, Alex. Awful! 
Even worse than that. 

Avex: What’s so terrible? 

Mars: Andrea . . . Andrea lost her 
mother’s diamond. 

Atex: What? 

Marys: It was the one Mr. Nevins gave 
to Mrs. Nevins. 

Avex: Their engagement ring! I'll bet 
it was their engagement ring! 

Marys (Nodding sadly): You’re prob- 
ably right. 

Avex: I'll tell about it. 


the team 








They'll help find it. Here’s my ten 


cents. 
Mars: Thanks. Here’s the ticket. 
Atex: Imagine Andrea losing her 


mother’s engagement ring. Humph. 
(He exits as MArtLyn enters) Hi, 
Marilyn. 

Mariiyn: Hi, Alex. 
are tickets going? 

Mars: Who can think about tickets, 
when there is tragedy brewing right 
here in this very school. 

Marityn: Tragedy? 

Mars: Andrea lost her mother’s huge 
engagement ring. 

Manri.yn: So that’s it. I knew some- 
thing terrible had happened. 

Mars: What do you know about it? 

Marityn: I saw Andrea in the halls 
and she was crying something awful! 

Mars (Shaking her head sadly, rises 
and walks toward comfortable chair): 
She says she can’t bear to face her 
parents. 

Marityn (Following her): Afraid of 
her father? 

Mars: Most likely. 

Marityn: He’s a big man. He'll 
probably beat her when he hears 
about it. 

Marg: Oh, no! 

Marityn: Beat her within an inch of 
her life. 

Mars: Poor, poor, poor Andy. 

Mari yn (Bending over, confidentially) : 
If I were her, I’d run away! 

Mars: I would, too. Imagine a father 
beating a girl her age. 

Mari.yn: I’d better go after her. If 
she’s going to run away, I'll let her 
spend the night in my house. 

Marys: You’re a bosom buddy. You’re 
a really true friend. 


Hi, Marj. How 


Marityn: I’ll go right away and find 
her. (Exits as the phone rings.) 

Mary (Goes to desk, sits, and takes 
phone): Spring Carnival tickets. 
Ten cents apiece... . Oh, yes, Miss 
Furbush. I know Andrea was sup- 
posed to take you a ticket but some- 
thing terrible has happened. . . . She 
lost her mother’s diamond engage- 
ment ring. ... Yes, and her father 
is going to beat her for it. . . . (Her 
voice fades as ANDREA and GERALD 
return and speak. Mars has her back 
to them. She does not see them.) 

ANDREA: We’ve been over every inch 
of the floor from here to 109. I don’t 
know what to do. (She has been 
weeping. She wipes her eyes.) 

GERALD: There’s no point crying over 
a handkerchief and a dime. Here, 
this is my week’s allowance. Ill 
lend it to you. Run down town and 
buy another handkerchief just like 
the one you lost. Maybe the store 
has another one just like it. 

ANDREA; But, what about my [English 
class? 

GERALD: Explain it to the teacher later. 
Anprea: All right. I'll run as fast as I 
can so I won’t miss the next class. 
GERALD: It’s the only thing to do. Go 

ahead. 

Mars (As she hangs up the phone, she 
is surprised to see ANDREA and 
Geratp): Andy! Gerald! Haven’t 
you found it yet? 

ANDREA: No. 

Mans: Well, what are you going to do? 

ANpDREA: No time to talk now. 
to run. 

Margy (Complete misinterpretation) : You 
have to run? 


I have 
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Anprea: Yes, Marj, I have to go right 
now. Good-bye. (Fzits) 

Mars (Running after her): Andrea! 
Andrea, come back! Don’t run off 
like that. 

GERALD: It’s the only thing she can do 
under the circumstances. It’s the 
only way. 

Many: Oh, Andy! (Returns to GERALD) 
What’ll she do for money? 

GERALD: I lent her my week’s allow- 
ance. That’ll help. Well, I’d better 
get back to English. See ya later. 
(Exits bumping into Pur who en- 
lers) 

Pui: Watch where you’re goin’ fella! 
Hm! Where’s he goin’ in such a 
rush. He’ll kill himself on the stairs. 
The dope doesn’t even watch where 
he’s going. 

Mars: He’s not a dope. He’s a gentle- 
man. A knight in shining armor. 
Pat: Gerald, a knight in shining 
armor? What brought all this on? 
Mars: Andy lost her mother’s huge 
diamond engagement ring. Then 
she was afraid that her father would 
beat her within an inch of her life. 
So, she’s running away. Gerald 
gave her his week’s allowance so 

she could escape. 

Puit: Whew! No kiddin’? That’s a 
shame. Golly, her mother would be 
sick if she knew all this. 

Mars: She’ll probably faint dead 
away when she does hear. 

Put: Any woman would. 

Mars: Imagine a furious father, a 
fainting mother — no wonder she’s 
running away from home. 

Dewia (Rushing in, tingling with ez- 
citement): Is it true what I heard 
about Andrea? 


Mary (With great dramatic emotion): 
Unfortunately — yes! 

Deis: I saw her running out of the 
building — hair flying, tears flow- 
ing, and her face as white as chalk. 

Putt: Sounds sick to me. 

Mary: She said she was sick about it. 

Deis: She must be sick. She was 
wild-eyed! 

Putt: Do you think she is really sick. 

Deis: Phil, I said she was chalk- 
white and wild-eyed. 

Put: She’s sick as a dog. 

De.ia: What do you expect? All this 
trouble. Nervous tension. Besides, 
there’s measles going around. 

Puiu: If she has the measles, she 
should have a doctor. 

Makzzy: Instead she’s all alone, running 
through the streets. 

Putt: I wonder where she caught the 
measles. 

De ia: Her kid brother, of course. All 
the kids have them now. 

Marys: I could weep for Andy. 

DeviaA: What about her mother? 
Think of it! A cruel husband who 
beats his daughter. A son down 
with the measles. A_ treasured 
diamond engagement ring lost. And 
a loving daughter sick and running 
away from home. 

Pur: It’s enough to give a person a 
heart attack. 

Deuia: That’s no joke. She might 
very well have a heart attack over 
this situation. 

Mars: My heart is racing right now 
and I’m not even related. 


Puit: My health teacher says that 
more people die of heart trouble 
than anything else. 








Deis: Don’t say another word, Phil. 
It’s all too tragic. 

Maks: Something ought to be done. 

De ta: Yes, our Principal should know 
about it. 

Mars: You’re right. Phil, go tell Mr. 
Faddle all about it before Mrs. 
Nevins gets any worse. 

Pui: I don’t know if I should, but I 
will. (£zits) 

Deis: Exactly what did Andrea say 
when she left? 

Mars (Rising to the occasion and acting 
out the drama): She stood right... 
here, like this. Her hand clutching 
her neck. She smiled sadly, but 
sweetly and whispered in husky 
tones, “I have to run.” 

Deut: “Have to run?” I see, she felt 
the pressure on her. She knew the 
beating her cruel father would give 
... She knew about her sick brother 

. and her mother with the bad 
heart. 

Mars (Dreamily): Gerald was mag- 
nificent through it all. 

Deis: What did he do? 

Mars (Again, the actress): He stood 
strong and generous. He gave her 
his week’s allowance. He knew her 
problem; he understood. 

Dei: Did he say anything? 

Mars (Pointing with flourish): As 
Andrea fled through the hall, he 
called me back, saying wisely, “It’s 
the only thing she can do under the 
circumstances. It’s the only way!” 
(Pauses for dramatic emphasis here.) 

Devia (Thoroughly engrossed, thor- 
oughly moved by the tragedy of it all): 
Beautiful, Marjorie. Beautiful and 
sad. 


Mary: It was like a great movie. A 
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movie right here in the main hall. 
And I... I was a part of it all. 

Deta: I only wish I had been part of 
it myself. 

Fappite (Dashing in): This is in- 
credible. Simply incredible! 

Pui (Entering behind him): They felt 
you ought to know. 

Fappie: And, they were absolutely 
right. Now, then, Marjorie call 
Andrea’s father at this number. 
(Hands her a piece of paper) It’s his 
business address. (MARJORIE phones) 

Dewia: I’m glad you’re doing some- 
thing about this, Mr. Faddle. 

Fappie: It’s my duty. Just part of 
my job. Just part of the job of a 
school principal. All in a day’s 
work, you know. Give me the phone, 
Marjorie. (He takes phone) Hello, is 
Mr. Nevins there? ... Who?... 
Who? ... Miss Furbush? What are 
you doing in Mr. Nevins’ office? . . . 
Oh, you’re in the English office. . . . 
What? .. . No, I’m not selling 
Spring Carnival tickets. This is Mr. 
Faddle. Now get off the wire... . 
Call back later... . I don’t care, 
Miss Furbush! Hang up! I’m trying 
to make a very important phone 
call. Hang—up. Thank you.... 
Operator, give me 3400. 

Mars: Miss Furbush is still after her 
Carnival ticket. 

Fapp.e: She can wait... . Hello, Mr. 
Nevins. .. . This is Herman Faddle, 
principal at the high school... . 
Yes... . I have some distressing 
news to discuss with you that needs 
immediate attention. ... I know you 
have a business to operate, but this 
is more important. ... Well, I hate 
to discuss it over the telephone. It’s 











about your wife’s heart attack, and 
your daughter losing Mrs. Nevins’ 
engagement ring, and running away 
from home, and you threatening to 
beat her.... No... I am not crazy. 

Dewi: If y’ask me, he’s the one who’s 
crazy. 

Putz: Sh, I can’t hear. 

Fapp.e: I do not choose to argue over 
the phone. I shall expect you in my 
office at once, if not sooner. Good- 
bye. (Puls phone down) 

Put: What did he say? 

Fappie: He denied the whole thing. 

Dewia: Pretense. That’s what it is. 
Plain out and out pretense. 

FappLe: Used very strong language. 
(Mops head with pocket handkerchief ) 

Mans: Trying to cover up for himself. 

FappLe: Are you sure you have the 
facts straight? 

Dewia: Mr. Faddle, there are three of 
us here who are witnesses. 

Put: The entire school knows about 
it by now. 

Fappie: Oh, my! 

Mars: I hope the newspaper down- 
town doesn’t hear about it. 

FappLe: We must keep it out of the 
newspaper. Bad publicity for the 
school. 

Dewi: It’s almost a scandal! 

Fappie (Shocked by the thought): 
scandal? 

Dewia (Dramatically, with gestures): I 
can see the headlines now. “High 
school girl runs away from home to 
escape beating by brutal father.”’ 

Fappie: Heavens! 

Dewi: “Mother suffers heart attack.” 

Fappie: Oh! 

Dewia: “Priceless diamond ring lost 
near principal’s office.” 


A 
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FappLe: Please, Delia, please. That’s 
enough. 

Mars: But, it could happen, Mr. 
Faddle. It could happen. 

Fappve: Not if we keep it to ourselves. 

Putt: Keep it to ourselves? With the 
whole basketball team scouring the 
building? 

Deis: Besides, Miss Furbush knows 
all about it. 

FappuLe (This is too much): Not Miss 
Furbush. . . . Excuse me, people. 
I’m going to lie down in my office. 
I don’t feel well. (Exits) 

Mars: I still feel that something 
should be done to bring Andy back. 
The poor girl doesn’t know what 
she’s doing. | 

Dewia: Yes, someone should find her 
and bring her back. 

Put: You can’t bring her back until 
you know where she’s run fo. 

Avex (Enters): Any news about the 
great diamond loss? 

Dewi: It’s no joke, Alex. Andrea has 
run away because of it. 

Avex: Andrea ran away? 

Mars: We have to bring her back. We 
have to locate her. 

Avex: There’s only one way to locate a 
missing person. 

Putt: What’s that? 

Avex: Call the police. 

Deuia: The police? 

Avex: The only way. 

Mars: Alex is absolutely right. 
call the police right away. 

Pui (Restraining hand on phone): Now 
wait a minute, Marjorie. We ought 
to check with Mr. Faddle before we 
call the police. 

Mars: He’s lying down resting. (Jn 
telephone) Operator, give me the 


I'll 








police. Hurry, this is an emergency. 

A life is at stake. 

Deis: Make it sound real urgent so 
the police will get right out. 

Pui (Sadly, but thoughtfully): Some- 
how, I’m beginning to regret this 
whole mess. 

Mans: Hello? Police department? . . . 
This is Miss Marjorie Higgins at the 
high school... . Yes... . One of our 
students, a Miss Andrea Nevins, has 
run way from home. She lost her 
mother’s valuable diamond ring and 
her father had threatened to beat her 
within an inch of her life... . Yes, 
and her mother has had a heart at- 
tack and her brother is down with 
the measles. . . . Sure I know what 
I’m talking about. It’s serious... . 
Sure... . Our Principal had a ter- 
rible argument with Mr. Nevins 
right on this phone. Yes, and he 
nearly collapsed. . . . Mr. Faddle 

nearly collapsed. He’s lying down 

right now. . . . We'll give you the 


details when you arrive. Better 
bring some of your men... . We’re 
right in the main hall... . Yes. 


Good-bye. 

Dexia: Now we’ll get some real action. 

Puiu: I wonder how Mrs. Nevins’ 
heart attack is. 

Det: Quite severe, I’d guess. 

Mans: Should I call and check? 

Avex: Might as well. You’ve called 
everybody else. 

Putt: I think I ought to go home. 

Dewi: Stay right where you are. 
We'll need you when the police 
arrive. 

Pui: I was afraid of that! 

Mars (Phone in hand): 3223-J, please. 

ALex: Who’s she calling? 
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Deuia: Andy’s mother. 

ALex: Oh. 

Margy: There’s no answer. 

De ta: Call her doctor and see what he 


says. Their doctor is Dr. Fine at 
1002. 

Marg: Operator, try 1002, and push it, 
please. 


Pui: I think you ought to hang up. 

ALEX (Offering a package): Anybody 
for chewing gum? 

De.ia: Honestly, Alex, how can you 
chew gum at a time like this. 

Mars: Hello, Dr. Fine? . . . This is 
Marj Higgins. I called to ask about 
Mrs. Nevins and her heart attack. 


... Her heart attack. . Nobody 
called you? . . . Didn’t you even 
know about it? ... Yes, this after- 


noon. I just tried to get her on the 
phone but there was no answer... . 
No, nobody’s home with her... . 
Yes, you certainly ought to get right 
over there. . . . Billy is sick too... 
and Mrs. Nevins may be 
scious. Perhaps you ought to get the 
ambulance from the hospital . . . 

Marityn (Entering in a hurry): For 
heaven’s sake, Marjorie, get off the 
phone. Miss Furbush has been try- 
ing to call down here for the last ten 
minutes. She’s furious. 

Marys (At phone): If Mrs. Nevins needs 
any help, tell her to call on me. . 
Thank you. Good-bye. 

Dewia: For one measly ticket, Miss 
Furbush can wait. This is tragedy 
here. Pure Greek tragedy. 

Marityn: Miss Furbush will make a 
tragedy of you, if you don’t send up 
a ticket soon. (T'clephone rings.) 

Marg (Al phone): Hello, Spring Trag- 
edy ... I mean, Spring Carnival. . . 


uncon- 








Miss Furbush? That ticket is on its 
way up any minute now. ... No 
Andrea isn’t back yet... . No, I 
don’t know why she was wearing her 
mother’s ring... . Yes, it was fool- 
ish... . No, he’s still resting... . 
Yes, we'll let you know what hap- 
pens. Good-bye. (Hangs up phone) 

Putt: I never realized before how im- 
portant a ticket to the Carnival is. 

Manri.yn: She’s very interested in stu- 
dent affairs. 

Putt: That’s way of saying 
“nosey.”’ (Telephone rings.) 

Atex (Picking phone up): I have it. 
You rest, Marj. Hello, Spring 
Carnival tickets. What, the 
editor of the newspaper downtown. 

Pui (Mournfully): Uh-oh. 

Atex: About what? .. . The girl who 
ran away after her father beat her?... 

Dea: Oh, no — Mr. Nevins found 
her and already beat her . . . 

Avex (Still at phone): Yeah, the police 
got that. Yes.... Yes... . Well, if 
you want to speak to the Principal 
you’d better come down here. . . . 
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Pui: This gets worse . . . much worse. 

Avex: He’s collapsed in his office . . . 
collapsed. . . . We’re in the main 
hall. All right. We’ll be here... . 
G’bye. (Hangs up) 

Mari.yn: I’m sure Mr. Faddle will be 
glad to talk to the newspaper. 

Put: Yes, delirious with joy. 

GERALD (Entering): Andrea back yet? 

Mars: Back here? After her father 
found her and beat her? 

GERALD: Found her? Beat her? 

Mari.yn: That’s what the newspaper 
editor said. 

GERALD: What’s going on here? 


Deus: Sh! Look down the hall. 


There! 

Manz: It’s Andy! 

Pui: She doesn’t look beat up to me. 

Marityn: She isn’t even crying. 

Avex: Looks rather happy for some- 
one in trouble. 

ANDREA (Enters, cheerful, smiling): Hi! 

Mars (Shocked . . . something is all 
wrong here): Hi? 

Dewia (The little mother): Now, don’t 
get hysterical, dear. Bear up. 

ANDREA: Bear up? About what? 

Avex: Your brother’s measles. 

Anprea: My brother is in school, and 
he doesn’t have the measles. 

Marityn (Weakly): But your mother’s 
severe heart attack. 

ANDREA: Heart attack? My mother is 
perfectly well. I just met her down- 
town in the department store. 

Devia (Even more weakly): Didn’t 
your father beat you within an inch 
of your life? 

AnprEA: My father doesn’t beat me. 
And I haven’t seen him since break- 
fast. 

Pum (Endeavoring to find some firm 
ground): You did lose something? 
ANDREA: Yes, but when I was down- 
town I suddenly remembered where 

I put it. Where’s my notebook. 

Many: Right here. (Gives it to ANDREA) 

ANDREA: Just when the bell rang I put 
it on my notebook. And the note- 
book was open right here to my 
French lesson .. . and (Holds up the 
handkerchief) here it is. 

Mars: The diamond ring in 
handkerchief! 

GeERALD: Diamond ring? 

ANDREA (Undoing handkerchief and 
holding up the dime): It’s not a 


the 








diamond . . . it’s a dime. 

Dexia (Faintly): A dime... 

ANDREA: Wrapped in my mother’s best 
handkerchief. 

GeRALD: The one her father gave her 
mother. 

Putt: Which you couldn’t bear to lose? 

Dewia: Which if you lost, you couldn’t 
face your mother without? 

AnprREA: Yes, this is it. Everything is 
all right now. 

Marg: And you didn’t run away from 
home at all? 

AnpDrEA: No! What’s wrong with all of 
you? 

FappLe (Enters calmly, fatherly, pa- 
tiently, sympathetically): Andrea, 
poor child. Let me help you. Let me 
offer my sympathy. 

ANDREA: Mr. Faddle, do you feel well? 

Fappie (Smiling wistfully, knowingly): 
It’s all right, child. We know all. 
We will help you in your great dis- 
tress. Trust us. We are your dear 
friends. 

GERALD: Something is mighty strange 
here. 

AnpreEA: Mr. Faddle, I don’t know 
what’s been going on. But, I didn’t 
run away. I didn’t lose a diamond 
ring. My brother doesn’t have the 
measles. My mother did not have a 
heart attack and my father didn’t 
beat me. 

FappLe: What? 

ANDREA: All I lost was this dime and 
this handkerchief. 

FappLE: Somebody, help me to a chair. 
(ALEX guides Mr. Fappie fo the 
comfortable chair at left.) But they 
said ... I called your father. . . 
Miss Furbush. . . . Get me a glass of 
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water my nerves are gone....I. 
| 7" 

Put (At window): Golly, look at the 
commotion outside. 

Fappue (Hardly daring to ask): What 
commotion? 

Putt: There’s an ambulance, the 
editor of the newspaper with a 
photographer, Mr. Nevins, Dr. Fine 
and a whole car full of police. And 
they’re all rushing up the front steps 
of the school! 

Fapp.Le: No, no, no! (Collapses with 
head on arm of chair. He is almost 
sobbing hysterically.) 

Put: I think we’d better go now. 

Auex: Yeah. Our work is done. 

Fappb.e: Don’t leave me. Don’t leave 
me. You got mein sis. Stay and 
share the blame. Oh, my nerves. 
My poor taut nerves. (His head is 
back on the arm of the chair again. 
The students all tip-toe out excepting 
Devia and Maru.) 

Dewia (Softly, suggestively): He doesn’t 
look at all well. 

Mars: He kept complaining of his 
nerves. 

Dewia: Probably won’t last another 
week. 

Mars: We can expect a new principal 
on Monday. 

Devia (Jt has begun again): He was 
such a nice man. (Telephone rings.) 

Mars (Returns to get phone as curtains 
begin to close gradually): Hello, 
Spring Carnival tickets. . . . Miss 
Furbush? . . . I’m bringing your 
ticket up myself... . What?... 
You decided not to go? We're 
awfully sorry... . Oh, by the way, 
Miss Furbush, is it true Mr. Faddle 


is leaving school because of a 








nervous breakdown. I mean 

who will be our new principal? .. . 

well, it’s like this . . . (Curtain) 
THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
Tue Ten-Penny Tracepy 

Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 30 minutes. 

Costumes: Modern, everyday dress. Mr. 
Faddle wears business suit. 

Properties: Several textbooks, loose-leaf note- 
book, box of tickets, cash box, telephone, 
handkerchief, two dimes and some small 
change, package of chewing gum; bicycle 
bell for sound of tv.c »hone ringing, several 
magazines. 

Setting: The “Inform: .ion Desk” just outside 
Principal Faddle’s ffice. Stage left, there is 
a comfortable cuiair and end table with 
magazines. Stage center, is the “Informa- 
tion Desk,” bearing several textbooks, a 
loose-leaf notebook, a box of tickets, a cash 
box, and a telephone. Behind the desk is a 
free-standing blackboard bearing the mes- 
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Part Two 


Middle Grades 





Thirteen 


by Anne Coulter Martens 


Characters 

SUSAN 

Roperta | 

CAROL | 

Parry 

JOAN 

Emmy | : ' ' 

> the Twelve Teens Club 

DIANE 

MARGIE 

LYNN 

FRANNY 

GINNY 

BonNIE | 

GRACE, @ visitor 

Time: A Friday evening. 

SerrinGe: Susan's living room. 

At Ruse: Susan ts silting at the desk 
taking notes from several open books. 
Pages of her notes are scattered on 
the desk. She crumples a piece of 
paper and tosses it toward the waste 
basket which is already overflowing 
with papers. There is a rap on the 
door at left and CARrou comes in. 

Caron (At the door): Hi! Am I the first 
one here? (Enters room) 

Susan: That’s right. 

Caron (Eagerly): Have you heard from 
Bonnie? She’s coming, isn’t she? 
Do you think she suspects a surprise 
party? And tell me, did Roberta 
bring the birthday cake? (Susan 
laughs and covers her ears.) Well, 
say something! 

Susan: Give me a chance, will you? 


Roberta should be here with the 
cake any minute. 

Caron: Oh, good! 

Susan: And yes, Bonnie’s coming. 
(After a little pause) I hope. 

CaroL: What do you mean — you 
hope? Aren’t you positive? 

Susan: She promised to come. I 
tried to get her on the phone just 
now but the line was busy. 

Caro: Oh, wouldn’t it be awful if 
she changed her mind? 

Susan: Relax, Carol, relax. Bonnie 
thinks this is just an ordinary meet- 
ing of the Twelve Teens Club. We 
can't make too much of a fuss or 
she'll suspect something. 

Caro: I guess you're right. (Opens 
her handbag) I brought the money 
we collected for her gift. (Takes out 
an envelope) Dad took our change 
and gave me a crisp five-dollar bill. 
(Puts envelope on edge of desk) 

Susan: That’s fine. I saw some darling 
shoulder bags downtown. Bonnie 
can pick out just the kind she wants. 
(Moves some papers on the desk, 
crumples one and throws it toward the 
basket) 

Caro.: What are you so busy about 
homework? 

Susan: A special report for English. 
All about superstitions. 

Carnot: Never walk under a ladder. 
(Scoffing) It might fall on you! 








Susan (Indicating a large book): Make 
a wish when you see a load of hay 
pulled by a white horse. (Laughs.) 
How often do I see a load of hay? 

Caro: Nobody believes those things 
any more. 

Susan: You’d be surprised what some 
people still believe. 

Canrou: I’ll be surprised if we can pull 
this party without Bonnie’s finding 
out. 

Susan: It’s not easy for eleven girls 
to keep a secret. (Glances at some 
notes, crumples them and tosses paper 
toward basket) 

Caro: You ought to empty that 
basket before it overflows. . 

Susan: Pretty soon. (Gathers her 
scattered papers together and puts 
them inside the large book, not looking 
at them. Then gets up, stretching) 
I think I’ve worked long enough. 
(There is a knock on the door at left.) 

Caro (Excitedly): Oh, I hope it’s not 
Bonnie — before the cake is here! 

Susan: If it is, act natural. (Caro. 
sits down quickly, picking up a maga- 
zine. SuSAN opens the door.) Hello! 
(To Caro.) Stop worrying. The 
cake has arrived! (Roperra comes 
in carrying a pretty cake plate with a 
cover.) 

Caro. (Getting up): Oh, Roberta, let 
me see it! 

Susan: I can’t wait to have a peek. 

Roserta: Don’t swarm all over me or 
I'll drop it! (Comes to center and 
sets cake on coffee table. As SuSAN 
and Caro. watch, she lifts the cover) 
There! 

Caro: Beautiful! 

Susan: Yum-my! (Caro. puts out a 
tentative finger toward the icing.) 
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Rogperta: Oh, no, you don’t! (Slaps 
Carou’s finger and puts cover back 
on cake) You sample that icing when 
all twelve of us are here, and not 
before. 

Caro: I can dream, can’t I? 

Roperta: Your dream had better not 
have sticky fingers. (There is the 
sound of a car horn from offstage.) 
I have to dash. Mother’s out front 
waiting for me in the car. 

Susan: You’re leaving? 

Roperta: Because I promised to do a 
little errand with Mother. If I’m a 
few minutes late, try to stall things 
till I get here, will you? 

Susan: Sure, we'll do that. 

Roperta (At the door): Oh, I almost 
forgot. My cousin Grace is here for 
the weekend. Do you mind if I 
bring her along? 

Susan: Of course not. 

Caro: We all like Grace. The more 
the merrier. 

Roperta: O.K., then. (There is a 
knock on the door and she opens it.) 
Hi, Patty. (Parry comes in.) Be 
seeing you. (Goes out) 

Patry: Where’s Roberta going? 

Susan: She'll be back. 

Caro: Look, Patty — the cake! (Dis- 
plays it) 

Parry (Impressed): Out of this world! 
(Sits in chair at right.) Oh, won’t it 
be simply terrible if Bonnie doesn’t 
come? 

Susan: What makes you say that? Of 
course she’s coming. 

Parry: I was talking to her on the 
phone just now. 

Susan: No wonder her line was busy. 

Caro: Yakety-yakety-yak! 

Susan: What did she say? 











Patry: That the woman next door 
wants her to baby-sit. 

CaroL: Oh, no— she can’t do that 
tonight. 

Susan: I'll go over to her house and 
talk her out of it. Come on, let’s 
all go. (There is a knock on the door.) 
Come in! (BONNIE comes into the 
room.) 

ALL (In pleased surprise): Bonnie! 
(They start toward her.) 

Parry (Remembering the cake): Oh-oh. 
(Dashes back and stands in front of it.) 

Bonnie: Why is everybody looking at 

me? 

CaroL: What do you mean? 

Susan: We're just glad to see you, 
that’s all. 

Parry: And glad that you’re not going 
to baby-sit. 

Bonnie: Oh, but I am. (Comes center 
and Parry moves, hiding the cake) 
I just stopped in to ask if Mother 
may borrow your pinking shears. 
She’s making a dress. 

Susan: Of course. (Goes right and 
Bonnie follows her. Parry shifts 
again to hide the cake.) Bonnie, please 
don’t baby-sit tonight. We want you 
at our meeting. 

Bonnie: Honestly, I hate to miss it. 
But I need the money. I’m saving 
for a new shoulder bag. (The girls 
exchange glances.) 

Susan (At the door up right): Carol and 
Patty, you talk to her. (Goes out) 

Carou: Everybody will be so disap- 
pointed if you don’t come. 

Patry: Please, Bonnie. 

Bonnie: Anything special going on? 

Caro and Parry: Oh, no! 

Bonnie: Then I'd better baby-sit. 
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Anyway, this woman is counting on 
me now. 

Caro: Can't you get some other girl? 

Parry: Your sister. Ask your sister 
if she'll do it. 

Caro.: Oh, do you think she would? 
Ask her, Bonnie. Please ask her. 

Bonnie (Weakening): Well, all right. 
(Susan comes in with a pair of pink- 
ing shears.) 

Caro. (Happily): She'll come! 

Bonnie: If my sister will take over 
the baby-sitting job. 

Susan: Oh, I’m so glad. (Holds out 
the shears) Here you are. Take them 
home and then come right back. 

Bonnie: Just a minute. (Takes a 
penny from her purse) A penny for 
you. 

Susan (Surprised): A penny? 
it) 

Bonnie: Because you’re giving me 
something with a sharp edge. (Gels 
up, pulting her purse on chair as 
she takes shears) Keeps away bad 
luck. (Knocks on wood) 

Susan: Listen to her, knocking on 


(Takes 


wood! I didn’t know you were 
superstitious. 
Bonnie: Maybe I’m just careful. 


(Laughs) Thanks for the shears. (As 
she starts left, Parry shifts to hide the 
cake and BONNIe pauses beside her.) 
You’ve been standing there ever 
since I came in, giving me the oddest 
looks. 

Parry (Uneasily): Not really! 

Bonnie: Is there something going on 
that I don’t know about? 

Parry and Carou: Oh, no! 

Susan (Quickly): Of course not, Bon- 
nie. (Anziously) You'll ask your 














sister to do the baby-sitting and 
you'll surely come back? 

Bonnie: I guess so. (Goes to door left.) 

Susan (Following her): Promise you 
will. Promise. 

Bonnie: O.K., I will. 
gelling her purse on chair) 

Caro: Gol-ly! Am I glad we 
straightened that out! 

Susan: She really had me worried. 

Parry: And I thought sure she'd see 
the cake. (Picks up cake) I'd better 
get it out of here but fast. (There 
is a quick knock on the door and 


(Goes oul, for- 


BONNIE'S voice is heard.) 

Bonnie (Offstage): Me, again! (Caro. 
and Susan step quickly in front of 
Parry I 
forgot my purse. 

‘AROL: There it is. 
As BONNIE crosses to right, CAROL 


as BONNIE hurries in.) 
(Indicates chair. 


and SuSAN turn, keeping in front of 


Patty. Bonnie pauses beside the 
chair, then begins to turn around 
slowly.) 


Bonnie (As she turns): One. (Turns 
(Again) Three. 
Susan: What in the world— ? 


Bonnie: If you forget something and 


again) ‘Two. 


have to go back for it, you turn 
around three and then sit 
Bad luck if 
you don’t. (Anocks on wood) 
Carou: Oh, Bonnie — really! 
Bonnie: I always do it. 


times 


down. (Sits in chair 


(Gets up with 
purse and goes to door left.) See you 
later. (Goes out) 

Susan: How can she possibly believe 
such nonsense? 

Parry: Just habit, I guess. (To the 
cake) Come on, cake, let’s go! (Goes 
out right.) 

Susan: I'll burn these papers in the 


(Picks up waste basket, 
pauses near door at right.) Carol, 
I’m still worried. Suppose Bonnie 
changes her mind about coming 
back? 

Carot (Worried): Or suppose her 
sister won’t take the baby-sitting 
job? 

Susan: Why do things always go 
wrong at the last minute? (There is 
a knock on the door at left.) You go. 
(Goes out right. Canon goes to the 

Emuy and DIANE 


incinerator. 


door, opening it. 
come in.) 

Euuy: Hi. 

Diane: How’s everything? 

Caro: Under control — we hope. Sit 
down, girls. 

Emmy (Silting on the couch): When do 
you expect Bonnie? 

Caro: Pretty soon. 

Diane (Sitting on the couch): I do 
hope she doesn’t suspect anything. 

Carou: I’m pretty sure she doesn’t. 

Emay: After all, her birthday’s not 
till tomorrow. 

Carnot: That part doesn’t worry me. 
(Sighs) 

DIANE: But something else does? 

Carou: Well, a little. (Brightly) But 
I guess it will work out all right. 
(There is the door.) 
Come in! (Marere, LYNN and 
FRANNY come in, happy and excited.) 

Manaorte: Here we are! (SUSAN comes in 

Patry 


a knock on 


right with the empty basket. 
follows her.) 

Susan: Find yourself a chair or a 
cushion. 

Lynn: I’m glad we got here before 
Bonnie. 

Franny: This is going to be fun. 
(They take cushions from couch and 








sit on floor. SUSAN puts basket beside 
the desk.) 
Marais: Is everybody coming? 
Caro: They all said so. 
Emmy: How many more to come now? 
Susan: Let’s count how many are here. 
(Counts) Eight of us. Joan and 
Ginny still to come. That makes ten. 
Diane: Bonnie — eleven. 
Lynn: And Roberta - 
counted for. 


twelve. All ac- 


Caro: Roberta’s bringing her cousin 
Grace. 

Franny: Oh, swell. I’m glad Grace 
is coming. (There is a knock on the 
door and Joan and GINNY come in, 
looking around.) 

JOAN: Bonnie isn’t here yet? 

Susan: Any minute now. 

Joan: We practically ran all the way. 
(They sit down.) 

Susan: I hope you girls have kept the 
secret. (There are cries of “I have!”’ 
“Sure!” ete., from the girls.) Remem- 
ber, we won't say a word about her 
birthday till Roberta and Grace get 
here. Then Patty can bring in the 
cake and we'll all yell “Surprise!” 

CaroLt: When you give the signal. 
(There is a knock on the door.) 

Susan (Warningly): Sh! (Calls) Come 
in! (BoNNiz comes in. This time 
she has a sweater over her arm and 
carries an umbrella. ) 

Bonnie (70 Susan): My sister put up 
a stiff fight — but I won! (To the 
others) Hi! (They greet her.) Susan, 
I brought back the sweater I bor- 
rowed last week. 

Susan: Thanks, Bonnie. No hurry. 

Parry: Hey, why the umbrella? Not 
a cloud in the sky. 


Bonnie (Laughing): That's why I 
carried it. 

Carou: Say that again? 

Bonnie: I set my hair, and you know 
how if you don’t carry an umbrella, 
it always rains — and if you do carry 
one, it never does. (Knocks on desk, 
then leans umbrella there and looks 
around) Where do I sit? 

Susan: Anywhere you can find room. 

Bonnie: I'll take your sweater up- 
stairs first. (Goes right, then turns) 
Is everybody here? 


Susan: All but Roberta. (Follows 
Bonnie) I'll go up with you. 

Caro: And her cousin Grace. 

Bonnie: Grace is coming? Good. 


(About lo go out, she turns, suddenly 
upset) Oh, no! 

Susan: What’s the matter? 

Bonnie: You're sure Grace is coming? 

Susan: Positive. 

Parry: I thought you liked her. 

Bonnie: Oh, I do. 

Caro: Then why all the fuss? 

Bonnie: There'll be thirteen of us! 

Susan: That’s right. 

Bonnie: Thirteen! And on a Friday, 
too. 

CAROL: So? 

Bonnie: I’m sorry, but I won't stay. 

Susan (Surprised): Oh, Bonnie, don’t 
be silly. As if thirteen means any- 
thing. (Bonnie knocks on wood.) 

Parry: There she goes, knocking on 
wood. 

Caro. (Impatiently): Don’t start that 
again. 

Bonntk (lpset): I shouldn't even have 
come. As I was crossing the street, 
a black cat ran across my path. 

Carou: I like black cats. 

Bonniz: / don’t. (Shivers) My grand- 








mother knew a woman who fell and 
broke her arm after seeing a black 
cat. 

CaroL: Because she tripped over the 
poor animal? 

Bonnie: No! 
believe me. 

Carou: I certainly don’t think the 
black cat had anything to do with 
it. Or that thirteen is an unlucky 
number. 

Bonnie: Oh, it is! 

Parry (Cheerfully): I'm not worried. 

Bonnie: I am. 

Susan: Not really? 

Bonnie (After a pause): I'll take your 
sweater up, and then I’ll go home 
and baby-sit after all. 

Parry: Oh, Bonnie 

Joan: Honestly, nothing will happen. 

Diane: Nothing bad, anyway. 

Emmy: Maybe even something good. 

Bonnie: My grandmother knew a 
woman who had a dinner party for 
thirteen, and they all seemed well 
and happy. But that night — 

Susan: Stop it! Bonnie, you’re staying 
here, and we don’t want to hear 
any more nonsense. 

Bonnie: Sorry, but I’m not staying. 
(Goes out right.) 

Susan (Quickly, to the girls): What are 
we going to do? 

Caro: Talk some sense into her. 

Susan: I tried. (Upset) You think of 
something — and quick! (Goes out 
right. All the girls are worried now.) 

Joan: If she leaves — there goes our 
party! 

Lynn: We've got to stop her from 
going. 

FRANNY: But how? 

Giyny: Even if we tell her about the 


(Annoyed) You don’t 


no! 
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surprise, she might not stay. 

Mareote (Slowly): I suppose we could 
call Roberta and ask her not to 
bring Grace. 

Emmy: And hurt Grace’s feelings, 
when we all like her? 

Diane: Hurt Roberta, too. 

Lynn: It wouldn’t be fair. 

Marcie: You’re right. We can’t call 
Roberta. 

Caro: It would be giving in to super- 
stition. 

Parry: We all know thirteen isn’t un- 
lucky. But how can we convince 
Bonnie? 

Emmy: Instead of bad luck, good things 
are going to happen if she stays. 
Carou (Thoughtfully): Maybe we can 

prove that to her. 

Diane (Eagerly): How? 

Caro.: Are any of you girls the least 
bit superstitious? (There are cries of 
“No!” “Not me!” “Of course not!’ 
etc.) Then we can do it! We'll 
deliberately invite bad luck. 

Parry: How? 

CAROL: Quick. 
superstitions. 

Patry: Breaking a mirror. 

Caro: You have one in your purse. 
When Bonnie comes in, drop it. 
And if it doesn’t break —- step on it! 

Parry: On purpose? 

Joan: Bonnie will have a fit. 

Caro.: Let her, for a few minutes. 

Joan: I’ve heard it’s bad luck to put 
a pair of new shoes on a table. 

Caro: Susan has new flatties. You 
get them and put them on this 
table! (JOAN goes out right.) 

Patry: What else? 

Caro. (Noticing BonNte’s umbrella): 
This umbrella! 


Tell me some easy 








Patty: Poor Bonnie! I know just 
what you’re going to do. 

Marcie: Now I catch on. Bonnie will 
see that in spite of everything, she 
has good luck. 

Carot: And that should cure her of 
all these silly superstitions. 

Patry: Carol, you're a genius. 

Caro. (Laughing): Maybe I am, at 
that. (SusAN comes in right.) 

Susan (Anziously): Do you have any 
ideas? 

Caro: Plenty! 
right.) 

Bonnie: Well, I’m on my way. Sorry 
I’ll miss the meeting. 

Caro.: You don’t have to leave this 
minute. Only eleven of us are here. 

Bonnie: Please don’t be angry with 
me. I know you think I’m foolish — 
but — well,—-I won’t stay with 
thirteen. (JOAN comes in right with 
a pair of new shoes in her hand.) 

Joan (To Susan): The girls wanted to 
see your new shoes. (Comes center, 
pausing beside the coffee table) Aren’t 
they snappy? (Reaches out as if 
about to set the shoes on the table) 

Bonnie (Quickly): Don’t do that! 
(Comes to center.) 

Joan (Innocently): Do what? 

Bonnie: Never put new shoes on a 
table. It’s bad luck. (But as she 
speaks, JOAN sets the shoes on the 
table.) Oh, you've done it! (Knocks 
on wood) 

Joan: So I have. 

Bonnie: Something will happen. Just 
you wait. 

Joan: Oh, I guess not. 

Emmy: Aren’t there any good luck 
signs? 

Bonnie: Oh, sure. The horseshoe — 


(BONNIE comes in 
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Carou: If it doesn’t clonk you on the 
head. 

Bonnie: And the four-leaf clover. A 
rabbit’s foot brings good luck, too. 

Caro: But not for the poor rabbit. 
(Signals to Parry, who gets her purse 
and moves down left, opening it.) 
Looking for something, Patty? 

Patry: My mirror. (Drops it, giving a 
little ery) Ob, I dropped it! (Backs 
a step, presumably stepping on the 
mirror) And now I’ve stepped on it! 

Bonnie (Sharply): Is it broken? 

Parry: Right in half! (Picks up the 
pieces, putting them on the desk) 
Too bad. 

Bonnie (Upset): Oh, dear! 
on wood ) 

Caro: You really think Patty’s going 
to have seven years of bad luck be- 
cause she broke a mirror? 

Bonnie: I hope not. (Unhappily) But 
that’s what they say. 

Patty: Do I look worried? 

Bonnie: Let’s not talk about it. 
leaving. 

Caron (Picking up the umbrella): Don’t 
forget your umbrella. A very pretty 
one. (Raises it as if to open tt) 

Bonnie: Never open an umbrella in 
the house! 

Caro: I want to see how it looks. 
(Opens umbrella) 

Bonnie: Then don’t hold it over your 
head! 

Caro.: Bad luck? Holds umbrella 
over her head and saunters about) 
When does the sky begin to fall on 
me? 

Bonnie: Oh, stop it! (Suddenly) I 
think you’re all doing these things 
on purpose! 

Caro: Do you? (Closes umbrella) 


(Knocks 


I’m 








Bonnie: Now I know you are. 

Canoi: I wondered how soon you'd 
catch on. 

Parry: We want to prove that they 
don’t really bring bad luck. 

JoAN: Something good is going to 
happen. 

Bonnie: Sorry, but I’ve stayed long 
enough. 

Diane: Don’t go yet. 

Bonnie (Going to door left): I really 
must. 

Carou: Stay just a few minutes longer. 

Parry: Oh, why doesn’t Roberta come? 

Bonnie: Bye, now. 

LYNN: We can’t let her go! 

Caro: Wait! (BONNIE pauses. CAROL 
turns to the other girls.) Shall we 
tell her why we want her to stay? 


(There are cries of “Yes!” “Tell 
her!” “Hurry up!’’) 
Caro: First, the envelope. Where 


did I put it? 
Susan: On the desk. 
I don’t see it. 
Carnot (Looking): And neither do I. 
(Grabs her handbag and looks in it) 
It’s not in my bag. Where is it? 
Marare: Look on the floor. Maybe it 
fell down. (Susan and Caron look 
on the floor, getting more and more 


(Looks on desk) 


exctted. ) 

Susan: I can’t find it! 

Cano.: But it simply must be here! 

Bonnie: Why is the envelope so im- 
portant? 

Carnot (Alarmed): If 
Susan —- maybe it 
waste basket! 

Susan: Oh, my glory! I burned the 
papers without looking at them! 

Caro. (Near tears): All our money 
burned! (There are murmurs of 


it fell — oh, 
fell into the 


concern from the girls.) 

Bonnie: What is it? Tell me! 

Caroi: I — can’t. Oh, this is awful! 

Bonnie (Slowly): Don’t you see — 
this happened after Patty broke that 
mirror. 

Emmy: That’s right, it did. 

Diane: I wonder —? 

CaroL: No! There simply couldn’t 
be any connection. 

Parry (Unhappily): I'm beginning to 
be sorry I did it. 

Caro: Patty, don’t you go back on 
me! You know very well that 
Susan burned the papers quite a 
while ago. (The telephone rings and 
SuSAN picks it up.) 

Susan (On the phone): Hello . 
JOAN) For you. 

JOAN: Me? (On the phone) Hello... 
What is it, Johnny? (To the others) 
My little brother. (On the phone) 
You want me right away? 
(Excitedly) What happened? 
me! (Hangs up, very worried.) 

Caro.: What’s the matter? 

Joan: He says something’s happened 
and I have to go home right away. 
(Hurries to left.) Oh, dear! He 
wouldn’t say what it is! (/urries 


is Ze 


Tell 


out) 

Bonnie: Maybe it’s an accident. 

Caro: Don’t say that! 

Bonnie: I warned Joan not to put 
those shoes on the table. 

Lynn (Shivering): This gives me a very 
funny feeling. 

Franny: I’m getting scared, too. 

Ginny: Oh, Carol, I wish you hadn’t 
opened that umbrella in the house! 

Carou: I just won’t believe in such 
stuff! 

Susan: We'll have to call Roberta and 








tell her the bad news. Carol? 

Carou (Unhappily): You do it. 

Susan (Dials a number): Hello... 
Mr. Patton, may I speak to Roberta, 
please? This is Susan .. . (Startled) 
Oh! . . . Oh! When did she go? 
(She drops the receiver on the desk, 
turning to the others.) Mr. Patton 
says her mother just took Roberta 
to the hospital! 

Parry: Oh, good heavens! 

Ginny (FE xcitedly): Why? 

Lynn: For an operation? 

Emmy: Is it very serious? 

Diane: Poor Roberta! 

Caro: What's the matter with her? 
Ask him. 

Susan (On the phone): Hello... Mr. 
Patton ... Hello! (To the others) 
He hung up. 

Marcie: That does it. 
home, too. (Rises) 
Franny: I guess I won’t stay either. 

(Rises) 

Bonnie (7'0 Caro): Oh, why did you 
put that umbrella over your head? 

Ginny: All our plans are ruined. 

Lynn: The money gone 

Emmy: Roberta in the hospital 

Diane: And goodness knows what's 
happened at Joan’s house! (They all 
get up looking at CARou.) 

Carou: Why are you all looking at me 
like that? Do you think it’s my 
fault? 

Susan: I hardly know what to think. 
(Picks up her large book, looking at 
it in a puzzled way.) 

Parry (Reproachfully): Breaking those 
superstitions was your idea. 

CaroL_: Have you all deserted me? 
(They look at her in silence.) But 
I only wanted to prove — 


I’m going 


Marcie: You proved it, all right. The 
wrong way. 

Caro: No! (Upset) Oh, I don’t 
know. I’m all mixed up. 

Bonnie: And I'm going home. (There 
is a knock on the door at left.) 

Susan: What now? (Calls) Come in! 
(The knock is repeated. SUSAN opens 
the door and steps back in surprise, 
throwing up her hands and dropping 
her book. Papers scatter on the floor.) 


Roberta! (There are cries of 
“Roberta!’’ “She’s here!’ “Look!” 
etc. Roperta and her cousin GRACE 


come into the room.) 
Patry: We thought you went to the 


hospital! 
Roperta: I did. Why all the excite- 
ment? I told you I had an errand 


with Mother. She left some things 
there for a bake sale. (Sighs and 
murmurs of relief come from the 
others.) 

Susan: I could hardly believe my eyes 
when I opened the door. (Starts to 
pick up papers, then cries out happily) 
Oh, my glory! (Drops everything else 
and picks up the missing envelope, 
holding it high.) 

Caron: Our money! 

Susan: In the book with my papers! 

Parry: Yea! (Goes out right. JOAN 
hurries in left) 

Joan: Girls, what do you think? Our 
Persian cat just had three kittens! 

Drane: Is that why your little brother 
called? 

Joan: Can you imagine? We're 
tickled pink. (Parry comes in with 
the birthday cake. Susan gives the 
signal. ) 

AL: Surprise! 
Bonnie! 


Happy birthday, 











Bonnié (Ezcitedly): For me? Oh! Oh, 
how nice of you! (As Parry puts 
the cake on the coffee table) It’s simply 
beautiful! 

Susan (Handing her the envelope): And 
here’s some money to buy yourself 
a shoulder bag. é 

Bonnie (Overwhelmed): 
know what to say. 
tried so hard to make 
Thank you all so much. 

Carnot: Now what about your silly 
superstitions? 
single thing! 

Bonnie: I’m sorry I was so foolish. 

Caroi: And you'll never be supersti- 
tious again? 

Bonnie: Oh, never, never! Who cares 
about thirteen? 
our party now. 


I-—I don’t 
No wonder you 
me stay. 


They don’t mean a 


Nothing can spoil 
(Without thinking, 


she knocks on wood.) Oh-oh. I did 
it again! 
Carnou (Laughing): I give up. You’re 


a hopeless case! (They all laugh, 
then sing some birthday song.) 

THE END 
PRODUCTION NOTES 
THIRTEEN 

Characters: 13 female. 

Playing Time: 25 minutes. 

Costumes: Everyday modern dress. 

Properties: Pencil, books, papers and pinking 
shears for Susan; handbag containing en- 
velope for Carol; covered cake plate con- 
taining cake for Roberta; purse (containing 
penny), sweater and umbrella for Bonnie; 
shoes for Joan; purse with mirror for 
Patty. 

Setting: A comfortable living room. A little 
right of center is a couch with a coffee 
table in front of it. Several gay cushions 
are on the couch. An easy chair is at 
center. There is a desk near the left wall, 
with a straight chair behind it and a waste 
basket near it. A telephone is on the desk. 
Lamps, end tables, other chairs and has- 
socks may be added as desired. A door at 
upper right leads to the other rooms of 
the house, a door at left to the front porch. 

Lighting: No special effects. 
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Beyond Mutiny 


by Mary Nygaard Peterson 


Characters 


CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS 

Pepro ve Saucepo, his cabin boy 

JUAN DE LA Cosa, Master of the “Santa 
Maria” 

PeRALONSO NINO, Pilot of the “Santa 
Maria”’ 

CHacnu, a boatswain 


José 

BARTOLOME | 
7? Seamen 

Roprico | 


VINCENTE} 


OTHER SEAMEN 
HELMSMAN 


Tre: Al night, early October, 1492. 

Serrine: The deck of the “Santa Maria.” 
The quarter-deck is a raised platform 
at left of stage. There is a railing 
marking the edge of the quarter-deck. 

At Ruse: The stage is in semi-darkness. 
CoLumsBus and Pepro stand on the 
quarter-deck, talking. 

Co_umsus: Have you ever known a 
finer night for sailing, Pedro? 

Pepro: The stars look almost low 
enough for us to touch them. 

Co tumsus: The waves of the sea are 
so gentle and regular — almost as if 
the ocean were breathing. 

Pepro (Apprehensively pointing to 
barrels at right): Did you see some- 
thing move between those barrels 
just now, Captain Columbus? 

Co.umsus: Probably only a sailor 
finding himself a place to sleep. 


Pepro (Doubtfully): I don’t know, sir. 

Co.tumsBus: Hadn't you better go and 
find a place for yourself, Pedro? It 
is getting late. 

Pepro: I'd rather stay with you, sir. 

Cotumsus: I appreciate that, son, but 
it isn’t 
sleep. 

Pepro: I feel uneasy, sir. 

CotumsBus: How so? 

Prepro: There has been so much whis- 
pering among the men, sir. They 
look at you with such black looks. 

Coiumsus: I have been telling myself 
that I only imagined it. 

Pepro: Oh, no, sir. Today I overheard 
José talking to Bartolome and 
Rodrigo. He opened his shirt to 
show them something —I saw it 
also, sir. It was a wicked knife he 
had concealed there. 

Cotumsus: Did you hear what the 
men were talking about? 

Pepro: Only a few words here and 
there, sir-—I couldn’t get close 
enough. Bartolome said that the 
ocean sea was a great cloak that 
could hide a multitude of things. 

Co_umpsus: It is true. 
many secrets. 

Pepro: José showed them the knife, 
and then he said, “Some dark night 
soon there will be a quick stab in the 
back, a splash in the water, and then 
the ships will turn back because the 
foreigner has fallen overboard while 
looking at the stars.”’ 


Do get some 


necessary . 


The sea has 





Co_umsus: Mutiny. I have felt it in 
the air. 

Prepro: It is no longer safe for you to 
walk alone, Captain Columbus. 

Co._umsus: No one walks alone, Pedro. 
Now you go curl up somewhere and 
go to sleep. 

Pepro: You are brave, Captain Co- 

lumbus, but I am not. José and his 

friends saw me watching them this 

afternoon. If I were to sleep some- 
where on the deck, perhaps there 
would be a quick stab in the back 
for me, also. 

Co.umpus: Very well, son. Stay with 
me, if you like. But why not go into 
my cabin, then, and sleep awhile? 

Pepro: Unless you command it, sir, 
I prefer to stay at your side. 

Co_tumsus (Wearily): Very well 
you wish. (There is silence for a mo- 


as 
ment. Jost enters stealthily right, 
softly crosses stage as close to upstage 
wall as possible and crouches in the 
corner between quarter-deck and up- 
wall, Suddenly, CoLumMBus 
leans over the railing and peers into 
thu 
there? 
Jost (In an ingratialing voice): It is 
Just 


slage 


shadows. 


Sharply) Who goes 


only José, Captain Columbus. 
taking the air. 

CotumBus: I think the air would be 
the same if you were to lie down and 
sleep until your watch is called. 

Jost: I was about to sleep, Captain, 
when I noticed a queer lightness in 
the water. I wish you would come 

down and take a look at it, sir. It 

gives one a peculiar feeling, sir, to 
it not quite natural, if you 
know what I mean. 

Cotumsus (Curtly): | know what you 


see 
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mean well enough, José. As for the 
light, it comes from tiny plants and 
animals in the sea. It is natural 
enough. Now, I suggest that you go 
to bed. 

Jost (Sullenly): Bed is a place I never 
expect to see again, Captain Colum- 
bus. 

(Rop- 

r1GO and BARTOLOME enter and join 

José.) Who are those other fel- 

lows? Why are they not asleep? 


(Peers down, 


CoLtumeus: That is nonsense. 


one hand in 


other) Who are you, I say! 


strikes 


Roprico: Rodrigo Sanchez, Columbus. 

Coiumeus (Sharply): Captain Colum- 
bus. 

topriGo (Sullenly): Captain Colum- 
bus. 

Cotumsus: And who is that with you? 

Barrotome: Bartolome de 
Captain Columbus. 


Torres, 


Co_umBus: Why are you wandering 
about when you should be sleeping? 

Roprico: We are afraid to sleep, Cap- 
tain. 

BarroLomMe: We want to turn back to 
Spain, Captain Columbus, before it 
is too late. 

Coiumpus (Impatiently): Too late for 
what? 

Jost: We know that the compass no 
longer points to the North. 

Roprico: It is the Devil’s hand, push- 
ing it off course so that we will never 
find our way back to Spain. 

BarTroLtome: We are lost. Before long, 
we will be tangled in the mass of 
seaweed that spreads thick all about 
us. We are in atrap. As soon as we 
are held fast, the sea monsters will 
come and tear our ships apart with 
their mighty arms. 





Co_umBus: There are no sea monsters, 


Bartolome. 

Jos£: We know better, Captain. 

Co _umsBus: You dare to dispute my 
word, José? 

José: Will you not admit that there 
has been no wind at all, all day to- 
day? 

Cotumesus: I will admit that. 

Roprico: The sails have hung like wet 
rags, with not a breath to stir them. 

Jost: Yet the sea heaves and swells 
under our feet. What would cause 
that except the movement of mon- 
sters beneath the sea of weeds? 

Co._umBus: There is no wind now, but 
no doubt the movement of the sea 
is caused by winds somewhere else. 
There will be wind soon, I promise 
it. As for monsters 
monsters. 


there are no 

There is nothing at all to 
be afraid of. Now find yourselves a 
place to lie down and go to sleep. 

José: We want you to promise us that 
you will turn the ships around and 
go back to Spain. 

BarTroLtoMe (Threaleningly): 
back, Columbus. 

CoLumbus (Wearily): Listen, men. It 
is late. Go to sleep. Come and see 
me in the morning. We will talk 
about it then. Bring the rest of the 
men with you, if you like. Everyone 
may speak his mind. 


Turn 


Roprico: You will see — everyone 
wants to turn back. 
Jost: We will wait till morning, 


Columbus, but no longer. (The three 
men exit right.) 

Cotumsus: I think we will be safe 
for the night, Pedro. Please get 
some sleep. 

Prepro: They may change their minds 
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and come back, sir. I prefer staying 
with you. 

Cotumsus: Very well, stay. As you 
said, the men may change their 
minds and come back 
like little children and must 
stantly be reassured. Rest now, son. 
You are too young to go without 
your sleep — especially 


they are 


con- 


when to- 
morrow may see our dreams come 
true. (Prpro rests his head on his 
arms, which are placed on the railing, 
and gradually falls asleep. Co.umBus 
paces back and forth on the platform. 
The light gradually becomes brighter, 
signifying the dawn. Eventually, 
there is full light.) 

PERALONSO right): 
morning, Captain Columbus. 
are awake already? 2 

CotumBus: Good morning, Peralonso. 
I have not slept. 

PeRALONSO: Not slept, sir? 
thing wrong? 

CotumBus (Softly): | think that if we 
are not very careful, we may have 
mutiny on our hands. 

PeRALOoNso (Horrified): Mutiny! 

CoutumsBus: Hush, 
proaching. (He looks to the left) 

JUAN DE LA Cosa (Pntering left): Good 
morning, Peralonso. All is well? 

PeRALONsO: Good morning, Juan. All 
is well. (/e the 
quarter-deck, JUAN comes to quarter- 
deck.) 

Juan: Captain Columbus! 
awake early. 

Co.tumsus: I have not slept, Juan. 

PeRALONSO: Captain Columbus says 
there is mutiny in the air. 

Juan: Mutiny! 

Co.tumpus: Last night, I firmly be- 


(ood 


You 


(Entering 


Is some- 


someone is ap- 


motions toward 


You are 











lieve, José was prepared to take my 
life. 

Juan: I hope you are mistaken, sir. 
Still Was he 
alone? 


COLUMBUS: 


José is a bad one. 


Two of his friends were 
todrigo Sanchez and 
Bartolome de Torres. 


with him 
PeraLtonso: They are all of the same 
stripe, beyond a doubt 
Juan: Why don’t we hang the three of 
them, Captain? The King’s marshal 
would do it. That would put an end 
to all thought of mutiny. 
Co._umpus: No, not that, Juan. I think 
You 
know that as it is, I am called “the 
foreigner.” =| not 
Spanish. They would all resent it. 
Juan: You are my brother, sir. 
PeRALONSO: Mine, also, Captain. 
Co_umpus: Thank you — both of you. 
It is good to know that I may rely 
on someone. (PEepRo his 
sleep. CoLtumBus looks down on him 
fondly, smiles, puts his hand on the 
boy's head.) You see, I have another 
loyal friend —- my cabin boy. 
Pepro (Awakens with a start): Oh! 
Where am I? (Getting clumsily to his 
feet) I'm sorry, I didn’t mean to fall 
asleep. 
COLUMBUS 


it might make matters worse. 


am (Genoese 


stirs in 


(Kindly): It’s all 

I am glad you did. 

Pepro: Have the men 
others 


right, 

son 

José and the 

have they come back? 

Co_tumsus: No, they have not re- 
turned yet, but I imagine they soon 
will. Why don’t you go and get us 
a bucket of water so that we can 
wash up? These gentlemen and I 
will retire to my cabin for a short 
time. 





Preratonso (Significantly): Yes, we'll 
need to make some plans. 

Pepro: I'll have the water for you in a 
minute, sir. (Exits right) 

Co_umsus: Come, gentlemen. (They 
exit upstage center just as Josk, 
topuIGo, BARTOLOME, CHACHU, and 
others enter right.) 

Jost (Looking around angrily): He’s 
not here. 

topRriGo (Also sullen): He promised to 
talk to us. 

Barrotome: He’d better keep his 
promise and not put us off. (PepRro 
enters right with bucket of water. He 
is frightened at the sight of the men.) 

Jost (Pointing at Pepro): You, there— 

Prepro (Frightened, but trying to be 
brave): Yes? 

Jost: What have you got there? 

Pepro: Water, by order of the Cap- 
tain. For the Captain to wash with. 

Jost: Tell him we’re waiting to talk to 
him. The washing can wait. 

Pepro (Frightened, but bold): Vl tell 
the Captain you request an audience. 

Jost (Advancing menacingly): Get 
along, you — and hurry! 

Pepro (As calmly as he can): Very 
well. (He walks as slowly as he dares 
toward center exit past the menacing 

A few feet before the exit, the 
strain becomes too great for him and 
he scuttles offstage.) 

Cuacuu: I still say you men should 
be at your work. Leave the running 
of the ship to the Captain. 

BartToLomE: Be quiet, Chachu. 

Cuacuu: It is not my job to be quiet. 
My job is to see that the work gets 
done. 

BarToLoME (T'hreateningly): Be quiet, 
or you will have no job at all. 


crew. 











José (Persuasively): You like being 
boatswain, Chachu? 

Cuacuvu (Defiantly): Yes, I like being 
boatswain. 

Pepro (Significantly): Then be quiet, 
Chachu, and you may still be boat- 
swain. (CoLumBus, PERALONSO and 
JUAN enter center and step from be- 
hind onto quarter-deck.) 

Co.tumsus (Speaking pleasantly from 
railing): Good morning, men. 

Cuacuu: Good morning, Captain Co- 
lumbus. (The other 
grumble and murmur.) 

Coiumsus (Looking about at sky and 
sea): A wonderful morning, isn’t it? 
We couldn’t ask for a finer day. 

José: A fine day for turning back to 
Spain, Columbus. 

Juan (From 
Columbus, José. 

Co.tumsus: Thank you, Juan. 

José (Sullenly): We are not here to 
argue about titles. 

BarTOLOME: We want to go home, 
Captain. 

Roprico: Turn back, Columbus. 

Co.tumsus: Why turn back now? The 
wind is fair, just as I promised you, 
José. (He wets a finger in his mouth 
and holds it up to the wind.) A true 
northeast wind. We could not ask 
for a better. 

Roprico: The men say you are in 
league with the Devil, Captain 
you command the wind and it comes 
to your order. 

Cotumsus (Pleasantly): That is non- 
sense, Rodrigo. I merely know the 
winds, I do not command them. I 
plannea this voyage to take ad- 
vantage of them. 

Bartotome: Since we left Spain the 


men merely 


quarter-deck): Captain 





wind has been from the northeast. 
How will we ever get back against 
this wind? It will blow us over the 
western edge of the world. 

Co.tumsBus: The earth is round, Barto- 
lome. It has no edges. There is one 
wind to bring us, another to take us 
back. You will see. 

Jos&: What is to keep us from being 
caught in the seaweed? It stretches 
like a meadow on every hand. There 
is no end to it. (He sweeps his arm 
about.) We will never get through it 

Cotumsus: You can all see that the 
seaweed is not holding us. The 
water is deep beneath it. We all 
watched Peralonso take the sound- 
ing yesterday — he did not find bot- 
tom anywhere. See, the weeds part 
easily for the ships to pass through. 
(He motions to the right. All heads 
turn to watch. Some nod at what they 
see.) 

Jost: Even if the weeds do not hold us, 


how can we know where we are 
going? The compass no longer 
works — it does not point to the 


North Star. 

Cotumsus: The compass still works, 
Pedro. It is only that the North 
Star moves. All the stars move. 
Didn’t you know that? (The sailors 
look at each other in consternation.) 
There are many things about navi- 
gation you don’t know, my friends. 
But I know them, for that is my 
business. (The sailors look 
at each other, appear uncertain.) 

Cuacuu: Shall I have the men get to 
their tasks, Captain? 

Co.umsus: Just a minute, Chachu. 
(To the men) Give me a few more 
days of your faith, men. [ 


mutter, 


- wait, 





who is coming? (All listen, as run- 
ning footsteps are heard approaching 
from offstage.) 

Pepro (Running onstage right): Cap- 
tain! Captain! 

CoLtumpus: What is it, Pedro! 

Pepro (Panting): Over on the star- 
board side-—I saw birds flying 
large flocks of them! (Men murmur 
excitedly, “Birds! Do you think that 

means land?” ete.) 
CoLtumBus: Birds — that 7s good news, 
but nothing more than I expected. 
Men, do you know what that means? 
Hesitantly): It 


mean land nearby, Captain. 


SARTOLOME it may 
(VIN- 
CENTE runs onstage right, holding a 
dripping tree branch. 

VINCENTE (Eacitedly 


bus! Look what came floating on 


: Captain Colum- 


the water! 
Jost (Wonderingly): Why, it’s from a 
tree 
And 


are. 


look 
It — it 
been floating very long. 


the 
have 


{0ODRIGO: how fresh 


leaves couldn't 


CoLuMBUS: be within 
Would you turn back now? 
Do you want some other country to 


the of the 


Land must 


reach! 
finding 


have honor 


western route to the Indies? (The 
men waver, murmuring: “Land must 
be near. Perhaps the Captain is right. 
Why turn back now?” ete. CoLuMBUS 
observes them closely.) Think of the 
rewards that are waiting for you, 
(He points to the right, 
and they strain their eyes to see.) In 
India, the roofs of the houses are 
tiled with gold. There are mountains 
of gold and streams of jewels. There 
silks -all yours. 
And the glory! (//e wails a moment 
to let them think. 
briskly.) Well, what do you say? 


just ahead. 


are and spices 


Then he speaks 


Shall we turn back, men? 

Aut: No. No. 

CHACHU: Sail on. 

Au: Sail on, Columbus! 

CoLtumsus (Vigorously): Very well, 
we will. We will sail on — on to the 


West. (He calls loudly to the Heims- 
MAN offstage) Ho, Helmsman! Sail 
on to the West. Not to the North; 
not to the South, but to the West. 

He_MsMAN (Voice heard from offstage): 
To the West. Not to the North. 
Not to the South. But to the West. 
(Curtain) 


THE END 


PRODUCTION NOTES 


Bryonp Mutiny 

Characters: 10 male; as many male extras as 
desired for Seamen. 

Playing Time: 20 minutes. 

The Seamen, Pedro, and Chachu, 
wear simple ragged clothes and red stocking 
caps; they are barefoot. Columbus, Juan, 
and Peralonso wear more dignified clothes, 
appropriate to the period. 

Prope riies: Pail of water: wet tree branch. 

Setting: The deck of the Santa Maria. Barrels 
and coils of rope are lying about. The 


(ostumes 
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quarter-deck is a raised platform at left of 
stage. (Nore: A few large wooden boxes 
might serve as quarter-deck if no better 
platform is available.) There is a railing 
marking the quarter-deck’s edge, and two 
or three barrels just to the right of the 
quarter-deck. An exit at upstage center 
leads to Columbus’ cabin. Another exit, 
at right, leads to other parts of the ship. 

Lighting: If possible, lights should be dim at 
rise of curtain, brightening to full light 
later on, as indicated in the text. 








The Wonderful Witchware Store 


by Elinor R. Alderman 


Characters 

Mr. Gosuin, owner of the Witchware 
Store 

Mrs. Gosuin, his wife 

GRACE GRUESOME, @ haughty witch 

GERTRUDE GRUESOME, her timid sister 

A Gioomy GHostr 

Isr Wirceu 

2np WircH 

Orner WircHes 

Time: Early evening, Halloween night. 

Serrine: The Witchware Store. 

Ar Rise: Mr. and Mrs. Gosttn are 
straightening up the counter of their 
store. 

Mrs. Gosuin: What time is it 

Mr. Gosiin (Looking at his watch): 
It’s just half past five. In another 
hour we will have to close the shop 

All the witches will 
be getting ready to fly by then. 

Mrs. Gosuin: I just can’t understand 
it. 
Those ’56 models are so pretty and 
yet we haven’t been able to sell a 


now? 


for this season. 


(Looking at the row of brooms) 


single one. 
Mr. Gosuin (Straightening bandages): 
And these — even on special sale the 
witches won’t buy them. You know, 
I think they are insulted at the idea 
that they might need bandages. And 
yet everyone knows that once in a 
while even the best 
fall off their brooms. 


witch drivers 

(Shakes head, 
puzzled.) 

Mrs. Gosuin: I know all 


and with 
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the new hazards these days, too. 
So many folks with television an- 
tennas! 

Mr. Gosiin (Goes over to brooms): I 
didn’t to worry you, but I 
might as well tell you now that if 
we don’t sell some of these quickly, 
we'll have to go out of the Witch- 
ware business. 

Mrs. Gosuin: Oh no! 


want 


Not 
hundred and fifty years! 
can’t be that bad! 

Mr. Gosuin (Nodding): I'm afraid so, 


after a 
Surely it 


my dear. That slick ghost salesman 

from the city persuaded me to put 

all of our money into a new line of 
brooms. He convinced me that ours 
were out of style. 

Mrs. Gosiin: Well, these are pretty 
and they say this two-tone effect is 
very popular with People. But it 
doesn’t seem to go over at all with 
witches. 

Mr. Gosuin (Shaking his head): No, 
I don’t think it’s that so much as 

These 

can fly very fast, you know. I 

think they’re really afraid they wll 

fall off. 


Mrs. Gosuin (Pointing): Then they 


the new Power Glide feature. 


should buy bandages! 
Mr. Gosuin (Laughing): Maybe you 
certainly 
(A bell 


them | 
luck 


witches enter 


convince 
had 


tinkles as two 


can 


haven't any 


Boru: Good evening! 








Wircnes (Together): Good evening. 
We're the Gruesome sisters! 

Mrs. Goin (Cordially, going over to 
them): How nice! 

Grace Gruesome (Stiffly): 1am Grace. 

Gerrrupe Gruesome (Meekly): And 
I’m Gert. 

Mr. Gosiin (Coming over to them too): 
And what can we do for you ladies 
this evening? 

Grace: Oh, we just stopped in to pick 
up an extra bottle of Witches Brew. 
The girls are having a party tonight 
after they get through riding and I 
am on the refreshment committee. 

Mr. Gopiin: Yes, certainly. What 
flavor would you like? We have 
Bat’s Wing, Frog’s Tongue and 
Serpent’s Tooth — (Making a face) 
all very tasty. 

Grace: Well, I don’t know. 
you think, Gertrude? 

Gerrrupe: Oh! (Fluttering) I think 
Serpent’s Tooth is always nice. So 
refreshing after a hard night’s ride. 

Grace: All right, we will take a bottle 
of that, then. The large size, please. 

Mr. Gosuin: Vl just go and get it 


What do 


for you. Excuse me. (//e nods to his 
wife and points to the brooms, then 
back to the witches. She 


Grace and GERT 


understands 
and nods back. 
are looking at the bandage display. 


Mrs. Gopiin (Moving over behind 
counter): | see you are admiring our 
bandages. Could you use some 
perhaps? 

Grace (Insulted): Well! 

Mrs. Gopirn: Oh dear —I didn’t 


mean any harm. It’s just that ac- 
cidents will happen you know. I’m 
sure you are both wonderful drivers, 
I mean riders... 


Grace (Drawing herself up): Three 
hundred and forty-seven years with- 
out an accident! 

Mrs. Gos.in: Oh dear! 

GertTruvbe (Trying to be insulted too 
but less sure of herself): And I’ve 
only had one — you remember, 
Grace, that Halloween we flew to 
Bridgeport (Substitute local name) 
and that horrid Ghost made a left 
turn right in front of me. (Getting 
very upset) It really wasn’t my 
fault... 

Grace: There, there dear. Of course 
it wasn’t your fault and we cer- 
tainly did not come here to be in- 


sulted. We can buy our brew else- 
where, I’m sure! Come along, 
Gertrude. (They exit and Mrs. 


GoBLIN starts to cry as Mr. GoBLIN 
re-enters with gallon jug.) 

Mr. Gosutn (Cheerfully): Well, any 
luck, my dear? (Looks around) 
Why — where did they go? 

Mrs. Gosuin (Crying): Oh dear! They 
left because I tried to sell them some 
bandages. (Cries harder) Oh, I’m a 
terrible salesman and now we really 
will have to go of business. 
That awful Grace Gruesome will tell 
all the witches I insulted her and — 

Mr. Gosiin (Consoling her): Now, 
now, never mind, my dear. It’s 
not so bad — we'll think of some- 
thing. (Thoughtfully) But just in 
case we do have another customer, 
it might be better to show the new 
brooms first. 

Mrs. Gos.in: Yes, dear. (Sniffs) I’m 
awfully sorry, I was just trying to 
help. (Bell tinkles.) 

Mr. Gosuin (Happily): Another cus- 

(GuHosT enters.) 


out 


tomer! 





Mrs. Gosuin (Disappointed): Oh, it’s 
only a ghost. 
Mr. Gosiin: Shh. (To Guost, 


politely) Good evening, sir! This is 
a pleasant surprise. We seldom 
have the honor of a ghostly cus- 
tomer. May I help you? 

Guost (Gloomy and very dignified): 
I really don’t know. I only came 
here because all the ghost stations 
seem to be closed. I am looking for 
a new shroud for my wife. 

Mr. Gosiin: Why yes, certainly. I’m 
sure we can help you. As a matter 
of fact, I have the latest thing in 
shrouds — the New Look! (From 
behind counter he pulls out a folded 
colored sheet) Isn't this lovely? 

(Shudders): Oh Ectoplasm! 
Take it away, that won't do at all! 
If there is anything I cannot stand 
it’s a loud shroud. 

Mr. Gosuin (Crushed): Oh. (Puts it 
away) Well, perhaps in that case - 
let me see... (Brings out plain white 
sheet) Would this do, Sir? (Mrs. 
GOBLIN comes over, loo, standing be- 
side her husband, ready to be helpful.) 

Guost: Hmmm. (Fingers sheet) That 
is more what I had in mind 

Mrs. Gosiin (Helpfully): I'm sure 
your wife would like it, Sir. This is 
a very discreet sheet! 

Guost (Nodding): Hmmmm. Yes. 
All right, I’ll take this one. No 
need to wrap it, my wife is waiting 
out in the fog. 
it tonight. 

Mr. Gos.in: Fine. Will there be any- 
thing else? 

Mrs. Gosuin (Eagerly): How about a 
nice new broom? 

Guost (Shocked): Really, Mrs. Goblin! 


GHOST 


She'll want to wear 
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What would my friends say if 1 were 
to appear on a broom? 

Mrs. Gosuin: Oh, I don’t know—they 
might think it was very dashing of 
you. They might even want to 
try it, too. You could start a whole 
new trend! 

Guost (Hesitates, then shakes his head 
firmly): No, I'm afraid not. Brooms 
just aren't enough for 
ghosts. Our own Floating Action 
suits us best. (To Mr. Gopsitn) 
How much do I owe you for the 
shroud? 

Mr. Gosuin: That will be $2.98. 

Guost (Pays him and takes sheet): 
Good night. 

Mr. Gosiin: Thank you. Good night, 
sir. 

Mrs. Gosuin: Happy haunting! 
(Guost exits.) Well! He was a stuffy 
one, wasn't he! 

Mr. Gos.in (Sighs): Yes, I’m glad we 
deal mostly with witches. They may 


dignified 


be scary but they’re a lot more 
cheerful about it. 
Mrs. Gosuin: And they do use brooms 
maybe we can still sell some of 
them before it’s too late. (Votces 
heard offstage) What's that? (Bell 
jangles violently and several witches 
enter, laughing and talking together.) 
Mr. Gosuin (70 his wife): And maybe 
Better let 
(Coming forward) Good 


this is our chance. 
handle it. 
evening. 


me 


Happy Halloween to you 
all! May we help you? 

Ist Wircn: Happy Halloween! We're 
just looking, thank you. (They look 
around, some go to counter, others to 
brooms.) 

Mr. Gopiin (Backing away, disap- 
pointed): Oh. Well, help yourselves. 














We carry a full line of witchwares, 
you know. 

2np Wircu (At the brooms): Oh,girls — 

look at these! (To Mr. 
(oBLIN) Are these the new models, 
Mr. Goblin? 

Mr. Gosiin: Yes, they’re 

2np Wrreu (Interrupting): Oh, they’re 
just lovely. 
terribly fast? 

Mr. Gosuin: Yes, they’re 

2np Wrren (Interrupting again): But 
then I guess they’re awfully danger- 
ous? 

Mr. Gosiin: Well, no 

Mrs. Gonuin (Brightly, at the same 
time): Well, yes (Both stop talking 
and he gives her a look. 


come 


I suppose they can fly 


She is em- 
Well, what I meant was 
little more 
dangerous but they are very easy to 


barrassed. ) 
they might be a 

handle, really, and then we do have 

a complete line of — (Indicates band- 
ages) 

Mr. Gosiin (Hurriedly): What Mrs. 
Goblin means is that 

Ist Wiren: It really doesn’t matter, 
Mr. Goblin. 
Wircn) 


anyway. 


(Gestures toward 2NpD 
She couldn’t manage 
Why, last year she almost 
had an accident just flying that poky 


one 


old model she has now. (Dramati- 
cally) Would have fallen right in the 
ocean if her skirt hadn’t caught at 
the last minute and saved her! 

Orner Wrreses: Oh! Oh my good- 

ness! What a narrow escape! (They 
all begin to walk away from the brooms, 
no longer interested. ) 

Mr. Gosuin: Just You 

say her skirt caught and kept her 

from falling off the broom? 


2np Wircu (A little ashamed): Yes, it 


a minute! 


did. She’s right, I would never feel 
safe on one of those (Pointing) 

Mr. Gosutn: Well now ladies, just a 
minute. (All turn, including Mrs. 
Gos.) First of all, am I correct 
in assuming that each one of you 
would really like to buy one of these 
beautiful new models? If you felt 
they were safe, I mean. 

Aut Wrrcnes: Oh yes. 
Certainly! 

Mr. Gopuin: Well then. (//e moves 
to bandages, picks one up.) Your 
problems are solved, ladies! (As if 
to himself) And mine too, I hope. 
(Louder again and very dramatically) 
I have here in my hand the latest 
invention of the Society for the 
Preservation of Witches. It is in- 
tended for use with all the latest 
broom models. (Unrolls a bandage 
with flourish) A Safety Belt! 

Aut Wrrenes: Oh! Ah! How wonder- 
ful! Imagine that! (They crowd closer 


lo see.) 


Of course. 


Mr. Gosurw (To 2Np Wircn): May I 
show you how this works? 

2np Wircu (Excitedly): Oh yes! 

Mrs. Gosuin (Running over and getting 
a broom): Here — try this one. 

Mr. Gosurn: Thank you. If you will 
just get on the broom, Madam. 
(2np Wrrcu does so.) And now 
(He wraps bandage around her waist 
and ties it to front of the broom.) 
There you are! Would you care 
to try that once around the store? 

2np Wrren: Yes, I would. It seems 
fine but maybe I had better try it 
up in the air once before I decide. 
I'll be right back. (She exits, on the 
broom.) 











OrneR Wircues (Taking brooms and 
bandages and helping each other tie 
themselves on): Oh how wonderful. 
Aren’t they lovely? (When each 
witch has a broom and a bandage, 
there is one of each remaining.) 

Ist Wiren (On broom): Mr. Goblin, 
you are a genius—-I have never 
felt so secure on any broom. 

2np Wircu (Re-enters running): It’s 
wonderful! (J7'o witches) You'll all 
want one, I even tried a loop-the- 
loop. Didn’t even muss my hair! 
(To Mr. Gosiin) How much do we 
owe you, Mr. Goblin? It’s getting 
very late, almost take-off time! 

Orner Wircnes (Very excited and 
happy): On our new models! 

Mr. Gosuin: That’s all right, ladies. 
You just ride them out of here and 
I’ll charge them to you. 

Aut Wrrcues: Oh, thank you. Good 
night. Happy Halloween! (They 
leave. Mr. and Mrs. Gosutn follow 
them to door, waving good-bye, etc.) 

Mrs. Gosuin (Happily, returning to 
center stage): Well, that certainly was 
a wonderful idea! 

Mr. Gosuin: Yes, it worked out fine, 
didn’t it? I think we should cele- 
brate. 

Mrs. Gosuin: Oh yes, let’s. (Goes to 
remaining broom) But what are you 
going to do with this one? 

Mr. Gosiin: That’s no problem 
l’il take it around to that Used 
Broom Dealer, ‘“The Laughing Lepre- 
chaun.” 

Mrs. Gosuin: But it 
(Picks up broom.) 

Mr. Gosirn: He won’t care, lot’s of 
them aren’t. That’s 
laughing! 


isn’t used! 


why he’s 


I’m 

it’s a shame to waste it. 
Do you suppose you could fly it? 

Mr. Gosuin (Firmly): My dear wife, 
Goblins do not fly. 

Mrs. Gosiin (Mocking): You sound 
like that stuffy old ghost! 

Mr. Gosurn (Laughing): Or 
witch you insulted? 

Mrs. Gosuin (Making a face): Oh 
Grace (Thoughtfully) 
I wonder what she would think if 


Mrs. Gosiin (Fondly): Silly! 
serious 


that 


Gruesome! 


she saw a Goblin riding a broom. 

Mr. Gopsutn: Probably fall right off 
her own. 

Mrs. Gosuin (/Topefully): You really 
think so? (She gets on broom.) 

Mr. Gosutn: You aren’t serious about 
riding that are you? 

Mrs. Gosuin (Riding slowly around 
the stage, testing broom): Well, I 
would rather than 
children. (Riding faster) Oh, come 
on! It’s easy! 

Mr. Gositn (Tempted but still doubt- 
ful): I'm not sure we should . 

Mrs. Gos.in Oh! 
(Rides to face him and then sings or 
talk-sings) Goblin, Goblin, give me 
your answer do! 
squabblin’ — I can’t wait all night 
for you! 

Mr. Gosutn (To audience): She won't 
be a stylish flyer 
climbing onto broom) But I’m not too 
proud to try her! 

Boru (Together, exiting on broom): 
And witches will shout 
As we chase them about 
On our broomhandle built for two! 
(Curtain. ) 


seare witches 


(Exasperated ) : 


Please stop 


(Grinning and 


THE END 


(Production Notes on page 74) 








Part Three 


Lower Grades 





Halloween Magic 


by Mildred Hark and Noel Mc(jueen 


Characters 
SUBIE 
SCARECROW 
OWL 
Buack Cat 
Wircn 
Jack Frost 
PumMPKIN Heap 
(HOST 

30Y8 and GIRLS 

Time: Halloween night. 

Serrine: The backyard of a house in 
the country. 

Ar Ruse: Scarecrow stands upstage 
center. Ow1 slands on the horizontal 
branch of his tree at right. Susie en- 
lers left looking around. 

Susie: Oh dear me, if only I could find 
a ghost or a witch or a goblin to 
come to my Halloween party. (She 
stops and looks at Scarecrow.) Why, 
here’s the scarecrow Daddy put up. 
A searecrow ought to be scary. 

Maybe he’d like to come to my 

party. 

CROW.) 


She stands in front of ScaARE- 
Would you like to come to 
my Halloween Mr. 

crow? = (He answer. ) 


dear, he doesn’t answer. 


Scare- 
Oh, 
I guess he 


party, 
doesn’t 
wouldn’t. Besides, I don’t suppose 
he’d give the boys or girls a chill or a 
thrill anvway. He doesn’t even have 
a face. The rain has washed it away. 
If 1 could 
just find a witch or a ghost or even 
my black cat 
Own. (fe always speaks slowly and 
sole mnly < W hoo 


She crosses further right.) 


whoo whoo. 


Susie (Jumping): Why, it’s Mr. Owl. 
Maybe you’d like to come to my 
Halloween party? 

Ow: No, no, no, don’t care for fun 
and frolic. Never did. 

Susie: ‘That’s you're the 
solemn old owl. But still, maybe you 


because 


could ask the boys and girls some 
riddles? 

Ow: No, no, no, I just don’t care for 
parties. 

Susie: Well, then, you haven’t seen a 
witch or a ghost, have you? 

Ow.: No, no, no, not a one. Guess 
there must be a shortage this year. 

Susie: Oh dear, I’m afraid my party 
won’t be a success if I don’t have 
some Halloween characters. 
even find my black cat. 

Ow: Well, I haven’t seen her either. 

Susie: Maybe I can find her in time 
before the party begins. Oh dear, I 
do hope so. Here, Kitty, Kitty, 
Kitty. Here, Kitty, Kitty, Kitty. 
(She goes off right. BLack Cat enters.) 

Ow: Whoo-whoo-whoo. 

Cat: I’m the black cat that lives in 
that white house. (Pointing right) 

Ow: Whoo-whoo-whoo. 


I can’t 


Cat: Why do you keep asking me who 
Iam? I’ve just told you! 

Ow .: I’m not asking who you are. [’m 
just saying whoo-whoo-whoo. I 
suppose you’re out tonight because 
it’s Halloween? 

Cat: No, I’m out 
pects me to entertain at her Hal- 
loween party. 


because Susie ex- 





Ow .: I know. (He nods right.) She was 
just here looking for you. 

Car: Then I’m going the other way. 
She mustn’t find me. I’m not a 
Halloween cat. I’m a pet cat, and I 
don’t want to go to the party. Any- 
thing might happen to a black cat 
at a Halloween party. (Cat runs off 
left and in a moment a Wrrcn enters 
right riding her broomstick.) 

Wires (Muttering and riding back and 
forth): Bats and broomsticks, bats 
and broomsticks, what’ll I do? Hal- 
loween parties and no Halloween 
people. 

Ow: Whoo-whoo-whoo. 

Wrreu (Stopping and looking at him): 
No Halloween people. Not enough 
witches, not enough ghosts. Never 
saw such a shortage. 

Ow.: My, my, my, you are in a 
witch’s black mood tonight. But I 
wish you wouldn’t bother me with 
your mumbo-jumbo. I was just 
going to sleep. 

Wircn: Well, wake up. You sleep all 
day —- you don’t need to sleep at 
night. And I need help. There are 
so many children nowadays that 
there aren’t enough witches and 
ghosts to go around. (Whipping out 
a long black list with white writing 
from a pocket in her cape) Look at 
this list of parties I’m supposed to 
visit. One of them is right over 
there. (She points right.) 

Ow: I know, I know, I know. Susie 
Brown is having a Halloween party. 

Wrrcn: And I’ve no one to send 
nary a ghost, nary a goblin. Beetles 
and bugs, look at this list. (Holding 
it up) I’ve got a ghost and a witch 
for Elmer Jones’s party and a ghost 








and a goblin for Minnie West's, and 
a witch and a pair of black cats for 
well, you can see, all these names are 
checked off, but there’s just no one 
to send to Susie’s. 

Ow: But what’s the reason? 
the reason? 

Wircua: I’ve told you there are so 
many children. If you'd stay awake 
during the day, you’d know more 
about what’s going on. All the 
schools are overcowded, fairly bulg- 
ing with children. And now here I 
am without enough Halloween 
people to go around. More children, 
and less witches and ghosts. 

Ow: But what’s happened to the 
witches? 

Wircn: Some of them have gone high- 
hat. They won't ride broomsticks 
any more they want flying 
saucers. And some of them go in for 
TV horror shows so they can be 
seen by more people. I tell you, it’s 
hard to find a decent, respectable 
Halloween witch any more. 

Ow: My, my, my, if you can’t find a 
witch or a ghost or a goblin, why 
not send the scarecrow? 


What’s 


Susie was 
here a few minutes ago, and she 
asked him to her party. 

Wircu: She did? 

Ow.: But of course he didn’t answer. 

Wrreu (Looking at Scarecrow): Bats 
and broomsticks, he might do if we 
could put some life into him, 

Ow: Well, why don’t you? You're a 
witch. Wave your broomstick and 


give him the old mumbo-jumbo. 

Wrrcu: Bugs and beetles, I think I’ll 
try it. (Going near Scarecrow and 
swinging her broomstick slowly in 
circle, she chants.) 








Mumbo jumbo, here’s a spell, 

Work black magic and work well. 
Toe of frog, and wing of bat, 
Whisker from a jet black cat. 
Mumbo jumbo, Scarecrow man, 
Come to life as fast as you can! 
SCARECROW slowly raises his arms 
and stretches, then lets them drop lo 
his sides. Wrircu, cackling): Hee- 
hee-hee, There, you see, I’ve done it. 

Ow: He can move. (Scarecrow takes 
a step or two downstage.) He can 
walk. 

Wiren: Scarecrow, will you come to 
Susie Brown’s Halloween party with 
me? (Scarecrow doesn't answer.) 
Answer me — answer me, yes or no! 
(Scarecrow still doesn’t answer.) 
Bats and broomsticks, he can’t talk. 
His straw brains are working, but he 
can’t talk! 

Ow x: Of course he can’t. How can he 
talk without a face? He’s been out in 
the field so long that it’s all washed 
away. 

Wircn: Then he won’t do. How can he 
go to a Halloween party without a 
face? He won’t do. (Voices of 
children are heard off right.) Listen, 
I hear children’s voices. Some of 
them are already arriving at the 
party, and it’s getting later and 
later, and I still haven’t anyone. 

Ow: Now, now, now, wait a minute. 
If all Scarecrow needs is a face, why 
not get Jack Frost to paint him one? 

Wrren: Jack Frost? Do you think he 
could? 

Ow: Of course. Jack Frost is an 
artist —a very clever fellow. 

Wircu: But have you seen him? 

Ow: Yes. He was up in my tree just 
a few minutes ago painting the 
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leaves. (Calling) Jack. Jack Frost! 

Wiren: Get him at once. There’s no 
time to lose! 

Own (Pointing off right): He’s up in 
that oak tree. He’s jumping down 
now. He’s coming. (Jack Frosr 
runs in carrying palette with different 
colored paints on iu, a big artist’s 
paint brush and a pail.) 

Jack: Hello, Mr. Owl. Did you call 
me? 

Ow: Yes. Meet Mrs. Witch. 

Jack (Bowing): It’s a pleasure. I saw 
you earlier, riding over the moon on 
your broomstick. Do you want me 
to paint your costume bright orange 
for Halloween? 

Wircu: Bats and beetles, no. I always 
wear black. 

Ow: But we do need your help, Jack 
Frost. Mrs. Witch has brought 
Scarecrow to life but he can’t talk 
because he has no face. I told her 
you could paint him a face. 

Jack: Why, of course I can. + No 
trouble at all, no trouble at all. 

Wircn: Well, then, get at it. There’s 
no time to lose. I want to take him 
to Susie’s Halloween party. Some of 
the children have arrived already 
and they’re waiting to be entertained. 

Jack (Going to Scarecrow and flour- 
ishing his brush): Then I’d best get 
to work. No sooner said than done. 
Turn around, Scarecrow, so that we 
can get the light from the moon. 
(ScARECROW turns around so that he 
faces upstage and Jack backs a step 
or two upstage, puts his head on one 
side, and looks at Scarecrow.) Take 
off your hat, Scarecrow, so I can see 
your head better. (Scarecrow re- 
moves his floppy straw hat and holds 

















it in front of him. Nore: ScaRE- 
crow’s head is made to lool: like a 
stuffed sack with holes for the eyes and 
a nose and a mouth painted on it. 
The reason the face hasn’t shown up to 
now ts because a piece of the same 
material the sack is made of, and big 
enough to cover the face, is attached to 
the inside of the front of the hat. A 
piece of string tied loosely around the 
neck holds it in place. When Scare- 
crow fakes his hat off, he must keep 
the inside of it away from the audience, 
and then while Jack is pretending to 
paint the face, Scarecrow holds the 
hat in front of himself and tucks the 
extra piece of cloth into the hat so 
that when he puts it back on, it is out 
of sight. As Mrs. Wrrcn watches, 
Jack dances back and forth a few 
times dabbing at Scarecrow’s head 
with his paint brush.) How’s that, 
Mrs. Witch? 

Wircn (Laughing and cackling): Very 
good, very good. But couldn’t you 
make him smile a little more? It will 
make the children laugh. 

Jack: Oh, that’s easy. (He takes one 
last sweep at the head with his brush.) 
Now, put on your hat, Scarecrow, 
and say thank you. 

Scarecrow (Pulling on hat and turning 
toward audience): Thank you, thank 
you very much, Jack Frost. I feel 
much better now that I have my 
face again. 

Wircu: Good. (Cackling) You’ll make 
a fine Halloween character. Now, 
Scarecrow, will you go to Susie’s 
party with me? 

Scarecrow: Well, yes, I'll go. 
willing. 


I’m 
But if I’m meant to be 
scary, I don’t suppose I’ll really 





didn’t 


frighten anybody. | 
seare the crows very much. 

Wircu: Well, you’ll be a help, anyhow, 
Searecrow, if you just amuse the 


even 


children. But my, my, I do wish I 
had someone just a little bit scary. 
Jack: How about a Jack-o-lantern? 

(Pointing to PumMPKIN at left) See 
that pumpkin over there? I’m sure 
he’d rather be a Jack-o-lantern than 

a pumpkin pie. 

Ow : A good idea! 

Wircu (Cackling again): Of course, of 
course, just the thing. A Jack-o- 
lantern to shine in the dark. Give 
him a grinning face, Jack Frost, and 
I’ll bring him to life. 

Jack: Why not? (He steps upstage 
from PUMPKIN and gives four swipes 
with his brush at Pumpkin. The child 
who plays Pumpkin Heap lies with 
his body behind a corn shock, so that 
until he is brought to life, only his 
pumpkin head shows. He lies facing 
upstage so thal the face is out of sight 
from the audience until after Jack 
Frost has pretended to paint it.) 
There. Now for your mumbo-jumbo, 
Mrs. Witch. 

Wircn (Circling PUMPKIN 
broom): 


with her 
Mumbo-jumbo, here’s a spell, 

Work black magic and work well. 
Toe of frog, and wing of bat, 
Whisker from a jet black cat. 
Mumbo-jumbo, Pumpkin Head, 
Be alive instead of dead! 

Pumpkin Heap (Jumping up gaily): 
Hello, everybody! What is this? A 
Halloween party? 

Wircu: No, but we're trying to get 
ready for one and time is getting 
shorter. 





Jack: It certainly is. 
Look. 
going into the house. 


(Pointing off 

right I see more children 

Pumpkin Heap: Well, what are we 
waiting for? Let’s go. Let’s go to the 
Halloween party. 

Wircn: Now, now, wait a minute. 
Shivering livers, you don’t look as 
though you’d scare anyone, Pump- 
kin Head. What we really need is a 
ghost but there’s no time to look for 
one. 

Ow: If you want a ghost so badly, 
why don’t you press that sheet into 
service? (Pointing upstage right to 
clothesline) Lots of ghosts are made 
from sheets. 

Wircn: Bats and beetles — sheets and 

ghosts of course! (She goes lo up- 

slage end of sheet on line and looks at 
it.) But oh, it’s no use. Jack Frost 
this stiff. 

Ghosts have to be wispy and wavy. 


has made sheet frozen 
Jack: Oh, that’s nothing that a little 
shaking won’t fix, Mrs. Witch. (He 
goes quickly to downstage end of sheet, 
leans down and picks up corner of 
downstage side of sheet.) Help me. 
Mrs. Wircu 
lakes hold of the corner near her.) 
Now! (They shake the sheet and then 
throw it up and over the line so that it 
falls over child standing in back of tt. 


Let’s give it a shake. 


The child who plays Guosr has been 
sheet with his 
head tied into the middle of the up- 
stage half. There are holes for his 
As Wircu and Jack throw the 
downstage half over, it drapes around 
behind him. Guost stands perfectly 
sill until Mrs. Wrren says the 
charm. ) 


slanding behind the 


¢ ye 8. 


Wires (Backing away a little and wav- 
ing broom): 

Mumbo-jumbo, here’s a spell, 
Work black magic and work well. 
Toe of frog and wing of bat, 
Whiskers from a jet black cat. 
Mumbo-jumbo, you’re a fright. 
Be a ghost for me tonight! 

Guost (Weaving his body back and 
forth and making certe noises. Speaks 
in a shivery voice): Boo-boo-boo. I’m 
a ghost, a Halloween ghost. 

Wiren (Laughing and cackling): Chills 
and thrills, got some- 
thing. And not a minute too soon. 
(Voices of children off right) Here 

We'd better 

We don’t want them to see us 


now we've 


come some children. 
hide. 
until we surprise them at the party. 
(Scarecrow goes back in place and 
stands still. Mr. Own stays in tree. 
Guost and Jack Frost run off left. 
Pumpkin Heap quickly lies behind 
corn shock as before. Mrs. Wircn 
starts to hide behind Ow .’s tree.) 

Ist Giru (Off right): Susie’s party is no 
fun. 

Isr Boy (Off right): No, I’m going out 
for tricks and treats. 

Ow. (As Mrs. Wircn disappears be- 

You’re too late, Mrs. 

Witch. The children are leaving the 

party. (Several Boys and G1r.s enter 


hind tree): 


downstage right followed by Susie.) 
Susie: Please stay at my Halloween 


party. It’s too early to go home! 


2np Giri: But Susie, you said you 
were going to have a witch and a 
ghost or some other Halloween char- 
acters, and you haven’t got anyone. 

Susie: I know, I know. Even my black 
cat ran away. Mr. Owl, haven’t you 
seen anyone since I was here? 








Ow: You’d be surprised. You'd be 
surprised. You’d be surprised. 

Susie: What do you mean? 

Ow: There is a witch hiding behind 
my tree right now. 

Ist Boy: A witch? I don’t believe it. 
Wircu (Cackling behind tree): Hee, hee, 
hee. (Children all jump a little.) 
CHILDREN: What was that? What was 
that? (Wircn comes from behind 

tree, riding her broomstick.) 

Wircu: Hee, hee, hee, so you don’t be- 
lieve it? (CHILDREN turn as though 
lo run off.) Stop! Don’t run away. 
I’ve worked black magic to get the 
right kind of guests for your party 
and by all the straws in my broom- 
stick, we’re going to have a fine time. 

Susie (Happily): See, I said it wasn’t 
too late. But where are they all? 

Wircu (Pointing to Scarecrow): Well, 
there’s one of them. 

Susie (Disappointed): Oh, | tried him, 
but he wouldn’t answer. He’s no 
good. 

ScaREcROw (Stepping a little downstage 
and dropping his arms): Is that so? 

CHILDREN (Surprised): Ohhh! 

Wircn: You And Mr. 
Pumpkin Head. Come out, Mr. 
Pumpkin Head! (Pumpkin Heap 
rises and goes to slage center.) 

CHILDREN: Oh, look at him! Such big 
eyes! 

Wircu: We couldn’t have had either 
Scarecrow or Pumpkin Head without 
Jack Frost, so come on in, Jack 
Frost. You'll have to go to the party. 

Jack (Enters and goes to stage center): 
It’s too warm for me in the house, 
but I’ll be there. 

Guostr (Making eerie noises offstage): 
Boo! Boo! 


see? now, 
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Wircu: Ah ha, Mr. Ghost is getting 
impatient. 


CHILpREN (A little frightened): A —a 
ghost? 
Wircn: Of course, a ghost. Whoever 


heard of a Halloween party without 
a ghost? All right, Ghost, come on 


in. (GHost enters and pretends to 
scare CHILDREN. He is followed by 
Cat.) 


Cat: I’ve decided to go to the party, 
too. J’ve been practicing arching my 
back. 

Ow: Whoo, whoo, whoo, I think I’ll 
come to the party too. 

Susie: But Mr. Owl, I thought you 
didn’t like parties. 

Ow x: Well, not ordinary parties, but I 
can see that this one is going to be 
extraordinary. 

Wircn: This is going to be the best 
Halloween party ever! Just listen, 
and you'll see why. (The Halloween 
characters line up and sing to the tune 
of “Pop! Weasel!” The 
CHILDREN join in during the chorus.) 


(oes the 


Gost: Stories are my specialty, 
You’ll shiver when I dare you. 
Pumpkin Heap: And with my great 
big eyes you'll see 
Boo! I can scare you. 
Cuorus: Halloween’s the time for fun 
It’s never ordinary 
Sounds and figures in the night, 
Boo! They are scary! 
Ow .: If you’ll stand around a ring 
Then I will ask a riddle. 
Scarecrow: And if you want to dance 
and sing, 
Zing! Goes my fiddle! (Chorus) 
Cat: ’Neath the moon I'll howl and 
wail 
In meadows where the wind blows. 





Jack: And Il) paint pictures from my 
pail 


Splash! On the windows! 


(Chorus) 
Wircu: I shall mix a witch’s brew 
And stir it with my broomstick 
And then I'l! tell your fortunes too, 
Black! Is my magic! (Chorus) 
And now we're off to the Halloween 
party! (Sh: 


around in a circle, and all follow her 


rides her broomstick 


singing a final chorus as the curtain 
falls.) 

Au: Halloween’s the time for fun 
And if you’re feeling hearty, 
There’s a scare for everyone 
Come to the party! 


THE END 
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PRODUCTION NOTES 


HALLOWEEN Masic 


Characters: 6 male; 2 female; male and female 
extras. (Some of the Halloween characters 
may be played by either boys or girls.) 


Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Costumes: Everyday modern dress for the 
boys and girls. Scarecrow wears an old 
baggy suit and an old battered straw hat. 
His head is made to look like a stuffed sack 
with holes for the eyes and a nose and 
mouth painted on it. (See text for addi- 
tional costume directions.) Owl wears a 
feathered costume and spectacles. Cat 
wears a black cat costume. The Witch 
wears the traditional black cape and skirt 
and tall pointed black hat. Jack Frost 
wears a tight fitting green suit and a pointed 
cap. Pumpkin Head wears a black and 
orange costume; his head is a pumpkin 
mask. Ghost is draped with a sheet. 


Properties: Broomstick, long black list with 
white writing for Witch; palette, big paint 
brush and pail for Jack. 


Setting: The backyand of a house in the coun- 
try. Upstage can be seen a field of corn 
shocks. This field may be painted on the 
backdrop. Upstage at right is a clothes 
post with a clothes line running diagonally 
downstage and off right. On the line hangs a 
large sheet, reaching to the ground. Up- 
stage left is a corn shock and just to the 
right of the corn shock is a pumpkin. Down- 
stage right is the trunk of a large tree with 
a large horizontal branch close to the 
ground. There is a large red harvest moon 
in the sky. There are exits at left and 
right; the one at right leads to Susie’s house. 


Lighting: No special effects. 


— 


EXTRA COPIES 
FOR CLASSROOM USE... 
Many schools order extra subscrip- 
tions to PLAYS for classroom reading. 
Why not make PLAYS available to 
every child in your classes? 

















The Scarecrow Party 


by Vernon Howard 


Characters 
Cutler SCARECROW 
Ist SCARECROW 
2ND SCARECROW 
3RD SCARECROW 
4ru SCARECROW 
5TH SCARECROW 
Ist Botp Crow 
2np BoLtp Crow 

SertinG: A cornfield, where the Scare- 
crows are having a partly. 

At Rise: Cater SCARECROW 18 sland- 
ing at center of stage, his arms and 
shoulders drooping sadly, his face 
gloomy. All the other Scarecrows 
happily troop in from right. 

Ist Scarecrow: Well, here 
ready for the annual 
party! (Looks around) Is everyone 
here? 

2np Scarecrow: All present and ac- 
counted for! (To Cuier ScARECROW) 
Hello, Chief Scarecrow, ready for the 
big party? 

Cuter Scarecrow (Sadly): I guess so. 

38RD ScARECROW: Let’s start things off 
by telling of our successes this year. 
I scared off ten thousand crows! 

4ruH Scarecrow: I sent more than 
twenty thousand crows screaming 
away from my cornfield! (7'o Cuier 
Scarecrow) How about you, Chief? 
I’ guess you must have seared at 
least fifty thousand crows. 

Curer Scarecrow (Lowers arms, 
shakes head): No, I didn’t do so well 
this year. 

Ist Scarecrow: You must 
scared at least five thousand. (Curler 


we are, 


Scarecrow 


have 
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ScaREcROW shakes head.) 

2ND ScARECROW: Maybe one thousand? 
(CHIEF Scarecrow shakes head.) 

3rD Scarecrow (Alarmed): But surely 
you scared at least a hundred. 
(CHIEF ScAreEcROW shakes head.) 

4TH Scarecrow (Alarmed): This 
serious. How many did you scare? 

CHIEF SCARECROW 
ctrele in the air): None. 

Orners (In unison): None! 

Cuier Scarecrow: I must have lost 
the touch. 
around and laughed at me. 
thought up a new way of searing 
them, but I'll bet that won’t work 
either. 

5TH ScARECKOW: But you’re our chief! 
We can’t have a Chief Scarecrow 
who can’t even scare one crow in a 


1s 


(Sadly draws a 


All the crows just sat 
I've 


whole year! 

Curer Scarecrow: I know. 
I'll have to resign from the club. 
(Sadly starts to leave) 


| ZUess 


Ist Scarecrow (Looking offstage): 
Look! Here comes a pair of crows! 
Let’s seare the life out of them! 
(All Scarecrows line up at back of 
slage and take scarecrow positions as 
the two Crows enter.) 

Ist Botp Crow (As they both search): 
There ought to be some good corn 
around here. 

2nd Boitp Crow: Corn! Yum yum! 
Lead me to it! (Isr Scarecrow 
races toward the Crows, waving his 
arms and making scary sounds. 

Ist Botp Crow (Ignoring lar Scare- 


crow): Did you hear a funny noise? 











2np Boip Crow: Sounded like one of 
those silly Scarecrows trying to 
frighten us. Let’s find that corn. 
(In turn, the 2nd Scarecrow, 3RD 
SCARECKOW, 47TH SCARECROW, and 
5TH SCARECROW scare the 
Crows who ignore and con- 


try to 

them 
tinue lo search for corn. Crows ad 
lib, 


Scarecrows don't scare us. 


such as, “What silly noises. 

Corn 

yum yum!” ScarEcROWS huddle 
upstage.) 

Isr Scarecrow: This is awful! They’re 
not scared of us! 

2nND Scakecrow: But that’s impos- 
sible! Crows are supposed to be 
scared of us Scarecrows! 

3nD Scarecrow: Let’s find out what 
this is all about. (All ScarEcrows 

approach Crows) Say, you Crows, 

what’s the idea of not being seared 

of us? Look! 


arms 


We're Scarecrows. 

(All ScARECROWS wave and 

Hoooo0o!”’ ) 

Ist Bop Crow (Laughing): Ha ha ha! 
This is a joke! 

2np Boitp Crow (To Scarecrows): We 
happen to be very bold Crows. 
Your old arm waving and hooting 
doesn’t scare us in the least. You'll 
have to think of something new to 
scare us away. 


hoot, ‘‘Wooooo! 


iru Scarecrow: Something new? But 
we don’t know any way but waving 
and hooting. 

Ist Bop Crow: In that case we'll just 
eat our corn in peace. Go away, 
Scarecrows, you bother us. (Crows 
laugh and continue to eat.) 

Curer Scarecrow (Sadly): This is a 
sad day for the Scarecrow party. 
Well, guess I’ll be leaving . . . (Siarls 
to leave) 


5ru Scarecrow: Wait a minute. What 
were you telling us about a new 
method you thought up? 

Curer Scarecrow: Oh, it’s nothing, 
just a little trick. Instead of waving 
and hooting, I thought I’d pretend 


that I was a huge buzzard. But it 
probably won’t work. 

Isr Scarecrow (Desperately): But 
we've got to do something. Try 


your new system on these two bold 
Crows. 

Cuizr Scarecrow: All right, here 
goes... (Spreads out arms as a buz- 
zard, flies around Crows) Squawk! 
Squawk! Squawk! I’m a big buz- 
zard and I bold Crows! 
Squawk! Squawk! Squawk! 

Ist Bop Crow (Frightened): Let’s get 
out of here. That looks like a big 
buzzard! 

2np Boip Crow: I second the motion. 
A big buzzard! Wow! (Both scream 
and race offstage) 

2np Scarecrow (In admiration) : Chief! 
You did it! 

3RD Scarecrow: What a relief! 

4rH Scarecrow: Chief, 
genius! 

5rH Scarecrow: We'll use the old- 
fashioned way for the timid Crows 
and the Chief’s way for bold Crows! 

Ist Scarecrow: We'll save the corn- 
fields, after all! And now I think it’s 
time to hold our annual election! I 
vote that we re-elect Chief Scare- 
crow as our Chief Scarecrow! 

Oruers: Hooray for Chief Scarecrow! 

Cuier Scarecrow (Happily): Thank 
you, friends. Let’s get on with the 
party! 


scare 


you're a 


THE END 
(For Production Notes see page 94) 











Robin Hood Tricks the Sheriff 


by Eva Jacob 


Characters 
Rosin Hoop ) 
LitrLe JOHN 
Friar Tuck 
SCARLET 
GILBERT | outlaws in Robin 
Wit Sruretey { Hood's band 
MICHAEL 
Mvucu 
Ker roe Trow | 
Hos o’ THe Hite | 
Joan } 
Srepie | 
Berry ( 
Mec | 
SHERIFF OF NOTTINGHAM 
SOLDIERS 


peasant maids 


Time: Karly one morning, in the days of 
Rolnn Hood. 
SerrinG: A glade in Sherwood Forest. 
At Ruse: Robin Hood's men are busy at 
their morning tasks. Kur, Hon, and 
Mucu place kindling wood in the 
left. 
LirrLé JoHn, WiLL SrutTevey, and 
MICHAEL sil right, 
trimming their while 
Friar Tuck looks over their shoulders. 


slone fireplace at downstage 


near upstage 

arrows, ete., 
{opin Hoop enters from right. 

toBIN Hoop: Good morrow to you, 
merry men! 

Outrtaws: Good morrow, Robin! 

Witt Srutrevey (70 Rosin): Tell us, 
tobin, where have you been? 

toBIN: I just brought a good fat deer 
to the poor woodcutter at the edge 
of the greenwood. 


Friar Tuck: Well done, Robin! You 
are always kind to the poor. (SCARLET 
and Gitpert enter from left, quar- 
reling.) 

GitBert: I am still a better bowman 
than you are, Scarlet. 

Scaruet: Nay, Gilbert, / am better. I 
beat you today, with my trusty bow. 

GIitBerT: But my trusty 
yesterday! 

ScarLeT: And my trusty bow won the 
day before that! 

GiLBerT: Robin, which one of us is 
better? 

ScarLet (Before 
My head against a leaden farthing 


bow won 


{LOBIN can answer): 


I wou today! 
Gitpert (Not to be outdone): But my 
the 
(Rosin raises his hand, trying vainly 
them. 
nudge each other.) 


arrow split mark yesterday! 


lo silence QuTLAWS grin and 

ScarRuetT (Really angry now): And my 
arrow won the day before that 
twice it split the mark! And the 
wind was against me, too! 

toBIN: Peace, you saucy varlets! Must 
you make us all deaf with your fool- 


ish noise? You are both good bow- 





men, 

Mucu: And Robin Hood’s the best 
bowman of us all! 

Outrtaws: Hurray for Robin Hood! 
(All sing, to the tune of “Vive 
l’ Amour’’*) 

*M Isic may be found in The Oxford Song Book 


Vol. I, collected and arranged by Percy C. Buck, 
Oxford University Press. 





Let every good bowman now join in 
a song: 

tobin Hood’s men are we. 

We hunt and we roam in the woods 
all day long, 

toam in the woods so free. 

We love to work and we love to play, 

We hunt and sing the whole long 
day, 

We eat and drink; 

Our life is gay, 

We're outlaws brave and free! 

LirrLe Joun (Motioning for silence): 
Hark! 


leaves! 


I hear footsteps in yonder 


Wii: They're coming this way! (Our- 
LAWS peer toward offstage left, listen- 
ing intently. ) 

MicuakeL: Now | too! 

PrasANt Maips come running on- 
stage from left.) 

Joan: Where’s Robin Hood? 

Sippie: Quick — there’s danger! (Our- 
LAWS, alert, move toward Matps, say- 
ing: “Danger! Quiet! Listen to the 
maids!” etc.) 


hear them, 


Ronin (Slepping forward): | am Robin 
Hood. What is the matter? 

Berry: The Sheriff of Nottingham is 
hunting for you! 

Mea: 
very moment! 

Sippie: With of 
them! (OurLtaws glance at each 
other, toward offstage right and left, 


He’s in Sherwood Forest this 


soldiers dozens 


feel for their weapons, etc., saying: 
“The Sheriff! Soldiers! Watch out!” 
élc.) 

Joan: The Sheriff searched our house, 
trying to find you. 

Berry: And he beat my grandmother 
when she wouldn't tell where you 
were hiding! 


toBIN ([ndignantly): The Sheriff shall 
pay for this! 

Friar: Beating a helpless old woman 
that scoundre]! 

Joan: And he’s hunting for you, Robin! 
He’s coming closer all the time! 

Mucu: What shall we do? 

Lirrte Joun: The Sheriff’s men out- 
number us. 

Micuaec: We must not be captured 
let’s run and hide! 

Wi: Yes, let’s hide in the rushes near 
the bog! (OurLaws are about 
scatter.) 


to 


Rosin (Raising his hand): Stay! I have 
a better plan. (OurLaws halt.) 

Giteert: What is your plan, Robin? 

topin: Wait and see. Ket, bring me 
that old beggar cloak we’ve been 
keeping. 

Ker: You mean that tattered old piece 
of rag? 


topin: Yes. Bring it to me. (Lit 
Ker.) And Hob, bring me an old 
stave. 


Hos: Yes, sir! (Exit Hos.) 

Sippie: And what should we do, Robin? 

Berry: There isn’t time to run home 
now! The Sheriff's men will find us! 

{oBIN: Fear not —- my men will bring 
you to a safe hiding place. 

Scaruet: Aye, that we will. You'll be 
hidden where the bushes grow thick 
as a castle wall. 

Ker (Lntering with cloak): Here’s your 
cloak, Robin! (Fingering uw dis- 
tastefully) Faith, ‘tis an ugly thing! 

Mucu What are 
going to do with it, Robin? 

Rosin: Why, I'll just put it on, that’s 
what I'll do. . 

Ker (Coming forward with cloak): Let 
me help you, sir. 


(Curtously) : you 














Ropin (As Ker puts cloak around his 
shoulders): Thank you, Ket. (Hos 
enters with stave, gives it to Rowin) 
Good work, Hob. (Rosin stoops and 
takes a few hobbling steps, like an old 
man; OvuTLtaws and Marps watch 
him curiously.) There! 

Mec: Why Robin, you look just like 
an old beggar! 

Rosin: Right you are, lassie! 
Sheriff will never recognize 
dressed like this. 

Friar: Why Robin, are you going to 
beg pennies of the Sheriff? 


The 
me 


toBIn: Not exactly ... I think I shall 
invite the Sheriff to dine with us to- 
night. 


Mucu: By my troth, Robin, he'll be a 
welcome guest! 

LirrLe Joun: A very welcome guest 
I’d like to carve him up for the 
crows! (Runs finger along the blade of 
his huge cardboard knife.) 

Rosin: You men must hide in these 
trees and await my signal. Hurry 
now and hide! (OvurLtaws and 
Marps exit left. Rosin hobbles like 
old man toward downstage right and 
cups his ear, as if listening for sounds 
offstage.) Aha! I think I hear the 
Sheriff coming. That villain — Ill 
make him pay for his cruelty! (Ovur- 
LAWS reappear, each carrying a leafy 
tree branch. They take positions 

around the stage, holding the tree 

branches in front of them, as if hidden 
behind foliage.) Ill make that Sheriff 
sorry he ever came hunting for 

Robin Hood! (Suerirr, followed by 

Soutprers, enters from right. SHERIFF 

carries a wooden stave; 1sT SOLDIER 

carries a bag of “gold.” They do not 
see OUTLAWS who are “‘hidden.’’ ) 
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Suerirr (7o Soxiprers): Halt! (To 

Rosin) Who are you, ragged fellow? 
{oBIN (Jn a quavering voice): Alas, I 

am just a poor old beggar. 

Suerirr (Disdainfully): You're an old 
bundle of rags, that’s what you are! 
What are you doing here? 

Rosin: Alas and alack! 
robbed! 
penny! 

SuerirF: What villain? 


I’ve been 


That villain took my last 


Rosin (Sadly): That rascal —- Robin 
Hood. 
SHERIFF AND Souprers’ (T'hunder- 


struck): Robin Hood! 


Rosin (Playing dumb): Yes .. . alas 
.. my last penny... 
Suerirve: Harken, beggar —do you 


know where Robin Hood is hiding? 
Rosin: Why, yes. He's not far away, 

that rascal] 

at all. 
Suerirr: Lead us to him! 


no, he’s not far away 


Rosin: Certainly, dear Sheriff... but 
what will you give me if I lead you 
to Robin Hood? 

I 


reward hand- 

(Points to bag |sv SOLDIER 
holds) V'\\ give you this bag of gold. 
(Ist Souprer shakes bag enticingly.) 
But you must take us to the outlaw. 

Rosin: Fear not, good Sheriff. ll 
lead you straight to Robin Hood. 
Follow me. (They follow.) 

Suerirr: When I catch that villain, 
I’ll hang him from the tallest tree in 
Nottingham! (ScarRLer like 

oul from his foliage. 

SHERIFF and SOLDIERS freeze. SHER- 

1FF, lense): What was that? 


SHERIFF: shall 


somely. 


you 


hoots 


an behind 


2NpD So.pier: Evil spirits! 


3RD SoLpieR: I smell witches in the air! 














47H Souiprer (Sniffing the air): By my 
sword, I smell them, too! 

Ropsti (Laughing): Why, that’s just an 
owl! You're not afraid, are you? 
SOLDIERS 

Afraid? 
Suenivr: Lead on, beggar. 


(Thumping their chests): 
Of course we're not afraid! 


But mind 


you, no tricks! (All start moving 
again Just wait till I catch that 


rascal! Just wait till I get my hands 

on him! (Lirrte JOHN gives a weird 

laugh from behind his foliage. Sou- 
DIERS huddle together in fright.) 

Isv So_pren: This place is bewitched! 

Sotprer: I—I don’t like this 

forest! 


2ND 


3kD So_pien: Let’s go back! 
rH So_pren: Yes, let’s run before it’s 
too late! 
Suenirr (To Soupiers, badly fright- 
ened himself): Cowards! We will not 
give up the (To 
Beggar, if you're trying to trick me, 
I'll beat you black and blue, I'll 


toBpin: Peace, Sheriff 


chase! LOBIN) 


Surely you're 
not afraid of a few witches... 

SHERIFF Looks around him uneasily ) : 
Witches! 
I'm the bravest officer of the King! 


Of c-course [I’m not afraid! 
L-lead on. All start moving again, 
SHERIFF and SOLDIERS tiptoeing fear- 
fully.  Larr._e 
laugh, 


JOHN gives another 
louder and longe r than before. 
SOLDIERS freeze with terror, then bolt 


“Help! Witches! 
I’m qoing hack!”’ 


offstage, shouting 
L’ve had enough! 
ele 
ground as he exits. 
after then 
You lily-livered cowards, come back! 
{opin: Let them go, good Sheriff. I 
don't think they really want to find 


Ist SOLDIER drops bag of gold on 
SHERIFF shouls 


Come back, you deserters! 


fobin Hood. 


SO 


Suenirr (Wheeling around, advances 
toward Rosin, stave raised threaten- 

You tattered 

You're trying to trick 

that’s what you're doing! I'll 
break my stave on your shoulders, 
I'll beat you from here to Notting- 
ham, I'll 

topin: Gently, Sheriff! That temper 
ill becomes an officer of the King! 
(Neatly dodges Suerirer and blows 
whistle. 
and come forward. LirrLe JoHN and 
SHERIFF struggle.) 

Suerer (70 Lirrte Joun): Unhand 
me, you varlet! 

LivrLe Joun (Pinning Suerirr’s hands 
behind his back, raises cardboard knife 


ingly): You wretch! 
old knave! 
me 


OvurLaws drop their foliage 


threateningly): Nay, Sheriff, we have 
you now! (7'o Rosin) Shall I finish 
him off, Robin? (SHERIFF cringes 
and squirms a little.) 

Genially): Oh no, Little John. 


The Sheriff is our guest. (Throws off 


{OBIN 
disguise, bows to Suenire) Weleome 
to Sherwood Forest! Robin Hood, at 


your service. (Takes sword from 
SHERIFF'S watst, hands it to GILBERT 
Lend us 
vour sword for a while, good Sheriff. 
SHERIFF You false rogue! 
You villain! How could I let you 
trick me this way? 
Micuae.: Calm yourself, good Sheriff. 
You'll feel much better after dinner. 
Suerire (Somewhat recovered from his 
fright): Dinner! How dare you? 
Lirrte Jonn: We've roasted one of the 
King’s finest deer for you, Sheriff. 
You'll eat nothing but the best! Do 
sit down. 
(MICHAEL 
SHERIFF. ) 


who examines ut delightedly 


(Furious): 


crouches down behind 








SHeERiFF (Sputtering): I will not eat! I 
will not sit down! (Lirrte JouHn 
pushes Suerirr who tumbles over 
Micuak. crouched behind him. Ovur- 
LAWS laugh and cheer.) 

Rosin (Arms akimbo, observing sprawled 
SHERIFF): I’m right glad you decided 
to sit down, good Sheriff. Of course 
you will eat with us. We are famous 
for our hospitality. 

Hos: I'll bring on the venison! (/ zits) 

Ker: I'll pour us a tankard of hearty 
ale! (Hztts) 

Witt: And I'll bring the brave peasant 
maids to join us. (zits) 

Rosin: Come gather ’round, my merry 
men, and join the Sheriff at dinner. 
(OuTLAWS sit down beside Rosin and 
SHerirr. Friar Tuck picks up bag 
of gold dropped by \sv Soiprer and 
brings it to Rosin.) 

Friar: Look, Robin! I found this bag 
lying near yonder tree. (Shakes bag 
slyly) It doesn’t sound like goose 
feathers. Now what could be in it? 

Suerire (Enraged at the sight of his 
gold): You knave! That’s my gold! 


Thieves! Villains! Robbers! 
Rosin (Courteously): Oh no, dear 
Sheriff. We never steal. But we do 


love to invite guests like yourself to 
dine with us. 

Friar Tuck: And our meals, I'll grant, 
are rather costly. 

Rosin: For instance, the venison you 
eat tonight will cost you exactly one 
bag of gold 
me 


which you promised 
(SHERIFF shakes his 
fist, but Lirrte Joun interrupts be- 
fore he can speak.) 


anyway. 


$1 


Lirrte Joun: ’Tis only fair, good 
Sheriff. After all, the beggar did 
lead you to Robin Hood! (OurLaws 
laugh. Ker and Hop enter, place 
great platter of venison and pitcher of 
“ale” before the company. ) 

SuerirF: I'll make you sorry for this, 
you thieving rascal! You'll pay for 
this outrage! 

Rosin: Save your breath to cool your 
dinner, Sheriff. At this moment, 
you're paying, not I. 

Wii (Entering with Matps): And here 
are the lassies! 

Mricwaku (To Mains. He stands glee- 
fully over sullen Suenirr): Come sit 
down and watch the Sheriff eat! 

Rosin (Takes bag of gold and rises to 
his feet): Thank you, dear Sheriff, 
for your thoughtful gift. We will 
give this bag of gold to these gentle 
maids to take home to their families, 

Matps: Thank you, good Robin. And 
thank you, Sheriff. 

Rosin: Now fall to, my 
here’s ale and venison! 


friends 

A hearty 

good appetite to thee, sir Sheriff! 

Now let's have a song to make merry! 

(All sing, to the tune of “Hail, Hail, 

the Gang’s All Here.’’) 

Hail, hail, we’re outlaws free! 

Hunt in cap and feather, 

Sing in sunny weather, 

Hail, hail, we’re outlaws free 

tobin Hood's bold men are we! 

(As Micuae. slyly reaches an arm 

over SHERIFF'S shoulder and takes a 

Int of meat off platter, curtain closes.) 
THE END 


(Production Notes on page 94) 








Halloween Brew 


hy Francis L. Kroll 


Characters 


Wircu 

Biack Cat 
HOBGOBLIN 

Jack O’ LANTERN 
JOHN 

Mary 

FarmMeR Brown 
Wipow SMITH 


Time: Karly on Halloween eve. 

SeTrinG: Outdoors, in front of the 
Witch's house. 

Ar Rise: The Wrreu ts stirring her 
brew in a large kettle resting on fire- 
place near stage center. 

Wircu: Trouble, trouble 
Kettle Boil, 

Cauldron bubble. 

(She shakes some spices into brew 

from spice boxes next to kettle, dips a 

spoonful from the kettle, tastes it, and 

It’s bitter, but not 
I must have it just 


shakes her head. 
bitter enough. 
right so I'll eat and eat and eat. 
That way I’ll build my strength up 
so that I can play all the tricks I’ve 
planned for tonight. Oh, Halloween 
is fun when I can make people un- 


happy! (She tastes the soup again 


and again shakes her head.) Some- 
thing is lacking. I'll look in my 
recipe book. (She exits center. 


Biack Car and Hopcosiin enter 
right immediately. ) 
Biack Cat: Do you think the Witch 


82 


will make us stay home and watch 
her house tonight? 

Hoxrcositn: I suppose she will. She’s 
getting so mean that she doesn’t 
have any fun herself and she doesn’t 
want anyone else to have a good 
time either. I wish I knew a way to 
put the old Witch in a better mood. 

Brack Cat: So do I, but what can we 
do? 

Hoscosun: I know — maybe Jack 
Q’Lantern can help us. He’s always 
so clever. Let’s call him. 

Boru (Calling): Jack! Oh, Jack! 

Jack O’LANTERN (Entering right): 
Well, hello — and a happy Hal- 
loween to you both! 

HopGosiin (Miserably): It won’t be a 
happy Halloween for the likes of us— 
not unless you can help us put the 
old Witch in a better mood. 

Brack Cat: She’s so crabby these days 
that she probably won’t even let 
Hobgoblin and me go out for tricks 
and treats tonight. 

Hoscosuin: Can you think of a way 
to make the old Witch little 
sweeter? 

Jack: Hmmm. That’s a large order. 
That old Witch is as bitter as 
(Sniffs the air) phew! — as bitter as 
that brew in the kettle. What a 
horrible smell. 

Buiack Cat (Tasting a spoonful): Ugh! 
It tastes even It’s bitter 
enough to curdle milkweed sap. 


a 


worse. 








Jack: I have it —I'll bet the old 
Witch would be nicer if we could 
make her brew taste better. Now I 
have some fine spices at home. I[’ll 
bring them over — and can 
pour them into the brew. (Runs off 
right) 

Buiack Cat: Oh my claws and whiskers! 
I wouldn’t dare put anything in 
the Witch’s brew! 

HoscGosuin: I wouldn’t either. Good- 
ness only knows what the Witch 
would do to us. She’d be terribly 
angry. (JacK O’LANTERN runs on 
right with several boxes of spices.) 

Jack (Puffing): Well, here we are 
all the spices in the house. (Puts 
them down near kettle opposite to the 
Wircn’s own spices.) Now, who is 
going to put them into the brew? 

Buiack Cart: Now listen, Jack 

HosGcosurn (Holding up his hand for 
silence): Shhh! I hear somebody 
coming. (All freeze.) 

Jack: Yes, you’re right I hear foot- 
steps. Quick, let’s hide! (All run out 
right exit, leaving spices behind, as 
Joun and Mary enter center carry- 
ing apples.) 

Joun: Farmer Brown was nice to give 
us these apples. 

Mary: Apples seem to go with Hal- 
loween. (She looks around) Are you 
sure you know the way, John? I 
don’t see a path. 

Joun: I thought I knew the way, but 
I don’t remember this place. 

Mary: I wouldn’t want to be lost 
here, especially on Halloween. It’s a 
scary place. 

Joun (Notices the Wrrcn’s kettle): 
Look, Mary — here’s something 
cooking over a fire. Someone must 


you 
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be near. We'll ask our way. 

Mary: I don’t see anyone. 

Joun: There must be someone around. 
A kettle doesn’t put itself on a fire 
and start cooking. I'll call. (Te cups 
his hands to his mouth.) 

Mary Look, there's a 
house. We can knock on the door. 
You won't need to call. 


(Pointing) : 


Joun: How strange. I never saw that 
house before. I'll knock. (//e raps on 
door. 


He 


answers. 


After a pause he raps again. 
a No 


The people who live here 


raps third time.) one 
must be away. They'll probably be 
home soon. 

Mary (Goes to the kettle and stirs): This 
soup smells a little strange. But I’m 
so hungry! Do you suppose the 
people who live in the house would 
care if we ate a bowl of it? 

Joun (Looks the kettle): There's 
enough soup to feed an army. No 
one would care if we took just a little 
bowlful. 

Mary (Steps behind the kettle, picks up 
bowls and spoons): Look. 


in 


Here are 
bowls and spoons. They almost say 
“Help yourself.” 

Joun: Ill fill the bowls. (He ladles 
from the kettle. Both taste the soup at 
the same time. They sputter and 

Wow! That’s the 
bitterest stuff I ever tasted. 

Mary: We can’t eat that. (They pour 
the soup out.) 

Joun (Finds the Wrrcn’s spices): Here 
are some spices. 


make wry faces.) 


You’ve helped 
Mother cook. Perhaps you can find 
something here that will make the 
soup taste better. 

Mary (Looks at the jars): Mother 
doesn’t have any spices like these. 





Look, this one is marked “Bitter- 
(Grimaces) The has 
plenty of that. 


Joun: Here’s one marked 


ness.” soup 
“Dislike” 
and this one is “Envy.” Here’s one, 
“Greed” and this “Evil 
Spells.”” They don’t sound good. (He 
discovers the spices Jack had put 
near the kettle.) Were’s “Kindness” 
and this one is “Friendliness.” 


one 18 


Mary: Those are odd names for spices. 
Still “Kindness” might be the name 
of a spice that will take away some 
of the bitterness. Let’s try it. 

Joun: Might as well put in a little 
“Friendliness”’ He 


pinch of each while Mary stirs.) Let’s 


too. adds a 
taste it. 

Mary (Holds a bowl while Joun ladles. 
Jack, Hopcosiin, and Brack Cat 
watch from right exit): I suppose we 

shouldn't have put spices in some- 

one else’s cooking. 

HN: We put so little in that I doubt 

it the (Both 


taste their soup. They look surprised 


Jo 


will change flavor. 


and pleased.) Hmm. ‘This certainly 
is better. 

Many: It certainly is. Now it doesn’t 

(Wircu 

Jack, HOBGOBLIN, 

and Buack Cart get out of sight.) 


taste like a witch’s brew. 


rushes in center. 


Wrren: I heard someone calling me. 

How 
dare you touch the Witch’s Brew! 

JOHN: meant 
harm. We knocked on the door, but 
no one answered, 

Wiren (Angrily): Of one 

Who ever heard of 
Witch answering a knock on a door? 

Mary: We're We shouldn't 


(She notices they are eating.) 


Please, ma’am, we no 


course ho 


answered. a 


sorry. 
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(Both she and Joun set their 
bowls down.) 

Wiren (Furiously): Sorry! You'll be 
sorry, all right. (She suddenly turns 
on Joun and boxes his ears.) Get 
out of here! Whish, whoosh — get 
lost in the woods! (She starts toward 
Mary.) 

Joun: Run, Mary. 
off right.) 

Wircu: Eating my soup! What if 

of it left to 

build up my strength for tonight? 

Now I wanted to make the brew 

more bitter. I wonder how those 

children could eat that mild soup. 

Let’s see. 


have — 


Run! (They run 


there isn’t enough 


The recipe book said to 
add three fat hens. I'll call Farmer 
Brown and have him bring me the 
hens. Whish, whoosh — come hither, 
(Wiren whirls 
FARMER BROWN 
It’s time you were 


Farmer Brown! 
around three times. 
enters right.) 
getting here. 

FarMeR Brown: Please, Ma’am. I 
came as fast as I could. 

Wircu: You'll learn to be faster if you 
don’t want more trouble. Bring me 
three fat hens, plucked and dressed 
so that I can add them to my brew. 

FarMeER Brown (Anziously): Please 
don’t ask me to do that. Those three 
fat ones are the only ones that lay 
eggs. Mrs. Brown and I will have 
little to eat if you take them. 

Wircu You have 
apples. I can put a spell on them so 
they will wither. Then you wouldn’t 


(Threateningly) : 


have anything. 

Farmer Brown (Alarmed): Don’t do 
that. Sometimes Mrs. Brown bakes 
apple pies. Besides, we like to have 





apples so we can give them to 
children who pass by. 
Wircu: How silly. Giving apples to 


children. 
Farmer Brown: It makes them 
happy. We enjoy doing it. You 


might be surprised at how much en- 
joyment there is in making someone 
happy. 
Wrircu: Nonsense. Bring me the hens 
or I’ll cast a spell on your apples. 
FarMER Brown (Sadly): Ul bring the 
hens. (zits right.) 

Wircu: I’ve a good mind to put a spell 
on the apples anyway. (She stirs the 
brew. Raises the spoon to sip it, but 


stops.) Wait, it still needs flower 
petals. I expect the Widow Smith 


has a few asters in bloom. I[’ll sum- 
mon her. Whish, whoosh — come 
hither, Widow Smith! (She whirls 
around three times.) 

Wipow Smirua (Entering): You want 
me? 

Wrrcu: Of course I want you. 
else would I call you? 
some flowers. 

Wipow Smiru: Please don’t ask for 
my flowers. I only have a few asters 
left. I want to give them to little 
girls who come to visit me. 

Wircu: Giving flowers away. How 
stupid. 

Wipow Smira: It makes me happy. 
If you had less bitterness, you’d be 
happy, too. 

Wircu: I’m happy enough. Now bring 
me those asters or else I'l] put a spell 
on your garden. There’ll be no 
flowers next spring if I do. 

Wipow Smiru (Alarmed): I want 
flowers next spring. I’ll bring the 
asters. (Exits center. Jack tiptoes in 


Why 
Bring me 
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from right, watches. Wrrcn does not 
see him.) 

Wrrcu (Laughing gleefully): I guess I 
told her. The idea! Trying to tell 
me what to do. (She stirs the brew, 
lifts the spoon and sips. JACK waves 
to his friends. All of them line up 
just inside right exit. Wrrcn does 
not notice them.) My, this is good. I 
believe it’s the best I ever made. 
(She fills a bowl and eats.) It would 
be foolish to add fat hens or flower 
petals to this. It’s just right the 
way it is. Why, I don’t want Farmer 
Brown to kill those nice, fat chick- 


ens. I'll call him back. Whish, 
whoosh come hither, Farmer 
Brown! (She whirls around three 


times. FARMER BROWN enters center.) 

FARMER Brown: The hens were out in 
the barnyard. I haven’t been able 
to catch them yet. 

Wircn: Thank goodness! I want you 
to keep those chickens 
them. 

Farmer Brown (In amazement): I 
can heep my chickens? 

Wrrcu: Certainly. And I’d better call 
Widow Smith before she picks those 
lovely flowers. Widow Smith, come 
here! (She whirls around three times. 
Wipow Smiru enters center.) 

Wipow Smrru: I’m sorry — I haven’t 
had a chance to pick the flowers yet. 

Wrircu: I’m so glad. Give them to the 
little girls who visit you. 

Wipow Sarva (/ncredulously): Do you 
mean it? 

Wrren: Of course I mean it. And I 
want you and Farmer Brown to 
taste some of this delicious brew. 

Farmer Brown (Hesitantly): It — it 
isn’t poisoned, is it? 


you need 





Wiren: Of course not, but I’m not sur- 
prised you asked. I seem to have 


poisoned everything around me. 
Sut | She ladle 8 


brew into two bowls and gives them to 


| be different now. 
Farmer Brown and Wipow Samira, 
who taste it 

ipow Siru: Why, it’s delicious! 
Pleased Isn’t it? I don’t 
what makes it taste so good. 
Maybe those children put 


TVCH 
KhLOW 
some- 
thing in it Oh my goodness | 
told them to get Jost in the woods. 
I'd better call them back before it’s 
Whish, whoosh chil- 

back! She whirls 
and JoHN and 
BLACK 
watch, 


too late 


dren, come 
arou nd three 


MARY 
Cart, 


11mes, 
JACK, 
still 


enter center 


and HOBGOBLIN 
unnoticed. ) 

Joun: You called us? 

Wiren: Yes, I did. (Trying to speak 
sternly) Ahem! What did you put 
into my brew? 

Joun: Please, Ma’am, we didn’t mean 
any harm, but your brew was 80 
bitter 

Many: We saw all those spices there. 
Pointing) “Kindness” and ‘Friend- 

liness’’ were the best sounding, so 

we added a pinch of each. We 
shouldn't have done it, I know. 

Wiren: Of course you shouldn’t have 

but I’m glad you did. It made 
the best I’ve tasted. 
Puzzled) But where did those new 
spices come from? 

JACK They're 
mine, Ma’am, but I'll be glad to let 
you keep them. 

Wiren: Oho! It’s you, Jack O’ Lantern 

I might have known you had a 
hand in this. Thank you for the 


brew ever 


Stepping forward 


spices. I'll make a trade with you. 
(Picks up the box of “Bitterness’’) 
Take this box of “Bitterness” 
scatter it 


and 

to the four winds — [’ll 
never use it again. 

Biack Car: And I'll throw out “Dis- 
like” and “Envy” for you. 
forward and takes them) 

HOBGOBLIN: 


(Comes 

And give me “Greed” 
and “Evil Spells.” 

Wrrcn 


GOBLIN): Good! 


Hon- 


From now on, Ill 


Gives spice hoxes to 
cast only kind spells. 

Farmer Brown (Puts down his soup 
howl and spoon): ‘hank you for the 
delicious soup. 

Wipow Sariru (Puls her soup bowl and 
spoon down also): And please come 
and visit me, so I can give you some 
of my pretty flowers. (They move to 
center exit.) Good-bye — and thank 
you! 

Wire: Good-bye! (They exit.) Thank 
you. That’s the nicest thing anyone 
ever said to me. 

Mary: Now, if John and I can find 
our way home, everything will end 
happily. 

Wircen: That’s easy. Black Cat, Hob- 
goblin, Jack ©’Lantern will 

the and they'll 
probably come along with you when 
you go out for tricks and treats to- 
night ! 

Aut: Hurray! 
Witch! (They 


exit. 


and 


show you way 


Hurray for the old 


move toward center 


Wircn (Waving to them as they exit): 
And a happy Halloween to you all! 
Curtain 

THE END 
(Production Notes on page 94) 





Part Four 


Radio Play 





The Haunted High School 


by Helen Louise Miller 


Characters 

NARRATOR 
Caspar, a high school student 
HANGMAN, who haunts the history room 
THE SORCERER 
His Apprentice { 
Tue Heapiess Horseman, who haunts 

the library 
Tue Grirrin, who haunts the English 


who haunt the 


science room 


room 

MILNER, THE Map Musician, who 
haunts the music room 

Brutus \ who haunt the Latin 


CONSPIRATORS } 


room 

VoIcE ; 

CHORUSES 

ANNOUNCER: This afternoon the stu- 
dents of (Name of school) present 
Tue Hauntrep Hicu Scuoor! 

Music: Weird theme up and under. 

Narrator: Is there anything more 
gruesome, more frightening, more 
absolutely terrifying than a deserted 


school building? 


Imagine your own 
friendly, familiar high school after 
dark. Suppose you had to go there 
tonight at twelve o'clock! 
yourself opening the big, front door, 
groping your way through the long, 
dark corridors and up the stairs. 

Sounb: Music out. 


Imagine 


Fade in sound of 
creaking stairs. 

NARRATOR: What was that? (More 
creaks) And that? And that? Never 
mind. Before we frighten you into a 


fit, we want you to meet our hero, 
Cautious Caspar. 

Caspar: Wild burst of chilling laughter. 

Narrator: That’s Caspar now. But 
don’t be alarmed. He’s really quite 
a normal, well-adjusted person, ex- 
cept that his nerves are completely 
shattered from his experiences the 
night he forgot his algebra paper 
But this is Caspar’s story, not ours. 
Come in, Caspar, and tell your tale! 

Caspar: Well, you see, this algebra 
paper was terribly important. We 
were to have a test the next day, 
and... well... it was really a mat- 
ter of life and death. I thought it 
would be a simple matter to slip into 
the building by means of a secret 
method known only to myself and 
which I certainly don’t intend to 
divulge here. Oh yes, it was simple 
enough, but I had not reckoned with 
the ghosts and spirits which haunt 
every high 
Night. 
that everything was not as usual was 


school on Halloween 


The first inkling I received 


when I stepped into the hall and 
saw a dim blue light shining from 
under the office door. Then I heard 
the faint sound of a typewriter . 

or was it an adding machine? Some- 
one’s there, I thought to myself, and 
put my hand on the knob. It turned 
easily, and in a second | was stand- 


ing in the empty office. Empty! 











Yes! But great Scott! The type- 

writers and adding machines were 

running themselves. I can still hear 
the racket they made. 

Music: Recording of “The Typewriter 
Song.” 

Caspar: Well, you can bet your life I 
got out of there in a hurry. I never 
stopped running till I got to the his- 
tory classroom on the second floor. 
I rushed inside, glad to be on familiar 
ground, but as I slammed the door 
behind me, a horrible sight met my 
eye. There was a figure suspended 
from the chandelier by a_ rope! 
Merciful heaven! I had walked right 
into a hanging. The sound of voices 
identified the victim. 

Music: Student chorus sings “John 
Brown's Body.” 

He captured Harper’s Ferry with his 
nineteen men so true, 

And he frightened old Virginia till 
she trembled through and through. 

They hung him for a traitor though 
they were a traitors’ crew, 

But his soul is marching on. 

Chorus: Glory, Glory, ete. 

Caspar: Yes, it was John Brown all 
right, and it was too late to do any- 
thing about him. I was making a 
grab for the doorknob when the 
Hangman barred my path. 

HANGMAN: Hey, you! 
doing here? 

Caspar: | 


What are you 


I came back for my 

algebra paper. I... I got into the 
wrohg room. 

HANGMAN: You got into the wrong 
century, boy. This is the nineteenth. 
You belong in the twentieth. 

Caspar: Yes, yes, I know! Now please 
excuse me. I’ll leave right away. 


HANGMAN: Not so fast! 
who this man is. . 


Do you know 

.er...I mean 
was? 

Caspar: Yes, sir. It’s John Brown. 

HANGMAN: And just what did John 
Brown do to come to this untimely 
end? 

Caspar: Why ...er... he captured 
the arsenal at Harper’s Ferry, and — 


HanGcmMAN: And where is Harper’s 
Ferry? 
Caspar: It — it’s in Virginia — I mean 


West Virginia — I mean Maryland! 

HANGMAN: You mean you don’t know 
where Harper’s Ferry is? 

Caspar: I thought I knew, sir, but... 
well... 

Hanoman: And do you know the date 
when all this occurred? 

Caspar: I think it was in 1872... I 
mean 1782 ...I mean... oh dear 

Maybe it was 1492. I know 
there was a two in it somewhere. 

HANGMAN: Look, men, here’s a lad 
who doesn’t know his history. What 
shall we do with him? 

Cuorus: String him up! 

HanoMan: No! No! Hanging’s too 
good for him. I suggest we... 

Caspar: But right there’s where I 
managed to break away from him. I 
tore out of his grasp, raced down the 
hall, and around the corner and into 
the science room. I was so terrified I 
hardly knew where I was until I 


me! 


heard a crash and was almost blinded 
by a flash of light! 

Sounpb: Crash of cymbals. 

Caspar: As I opened my eyes I saw 
that the whole laboratory was en- 
veloped in a dense cloud of smoke. 
But as the vapor cleared away, a 
blue light seemed to focus on the 











cupboard where we keep the biology 

skeleton. Even as I watched, the 
door slowly opened (Creak of door) 
and Orlando — that’s what we call 
our skeleton just for fun — Orlando 
stepped out of his case. Phooey, I 
thought to myself. No use being 
afraid of an old skeleton. I've seen 
him dozens of times. But then I 
took a second look and horrors! He 
was all unstrung! In a moment his 
bones were floating through the air, 
bobbing about in every direction. 
And the next thing I knew a chorus 
of sepulchral voices began this re- 
frain. 

Cuorvus: Chants Negro spiritual, “Dry 
Bones.” 

Caspar: My first impulse was to take 
to my heels, but in a few minutes, 
Orlando had collected his bones and 
stepped back into his closet. I gave 
a big sigh of relief, when I noticed a 
dark figure emerging from the labo- 
ratory stock room. 

Music: Fade in recording of introduc- 
tion to “‘The Sorcerer's Apprentice.” 
Caspar: He was carrying a pail of 
water and seemed to be muttering 
to himself. In the distance I could 

hear strange music. 

APPRENTICE: The gone 
away and left me master for the 
day! 

I'll take his place and take it well, 
and work myself a magic spell. 


sorcerer has 


‘ASPAR: Just as I was wondering who 
the fellow was or what his intentions 
were, he seized a broom from the 
corner and began to mutter an in- 
sane sort of gibberish. 

APPRENTICE: A sorcerer’s apprentice, 

I... Now I'll give his game a try. 
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Work some magic for my good on 
this broomstick made of wood. 

Do my bidding, Mister Broom, fetch 
the water for this room. 

Take the pail, and mind you, fill it! 
Watch your step and do 
it! 

Casper: Like something in an ani- 
mated cartoon, the broom seized the 
pail and ran to the spigot at the 
laboratory table. 

SounD: Music fades out. 
walter. 

Caspar: In a twinkling the pail was 
filled, but the broom didn’t stop. 
He poured the water on the floor 
and refilled the pail. All around us 
was the gushing and gurgling of 
water as pail after pail was emptied 

the floor. The Sorcerer's Ap- 

prentice tried to stop him. . . 

APPRENTICE: Stop it! Stop it! What’s 

the word? 


not spill 


Sound of 


on 


The magical cue I’ve 

often heard? 
What’s the word? I know it well! 
The word to break the magic spell? 

Caspar: Whatever the word was, the 
poor simpleton couldn’t remember! 
And meanwhile the water rose higher 
and higher in the laboratory. 

SouND: Rushing water. 

APPRENTICE: Stop it, Broom! Obey! 
Relax! I’ll send you flying with my 
axe! 

Caspar: And sure enough, the Ap- 
prentice began to chop at the broom 
with his hatchet, but that didn’t 
seem to faze it. It just went right on 
with the water treatment.  Kven 
when he succeeded in chopping the 
broom in two, the situation was no 
better. 
and the flood rose at a rapid pace. 


Both pieces went to work 





Suddenly a bright light seemed to quiet voice spoke to me from the 


explode in the room, and a voice like teacher’s desk. 
thunder bellowed from the window.  Grirrin: Good evening. You're late. 
Soxncerker: In the corner, Broom! I see you managed to escape from 
Quick! Faster! In my voice you the Headless Horseman! That 
hear your Master! character from The Legend of Sleepy 
As for you, you wretched boy! Hollow really goes on a rampage 
Sorcery is not a toy! every Halloween. 
When you work a spell, you should) Caspar: I swung around and there at 
first make sure the cause is good! the teacher’s desk was seated the 
You made a demon of that broom most horrible creature you can 
and almost wrecked this science imagine. “It had a large head, with 
room, enormous open mouth and savage 
Apprentice: Please, Master, mercy, I teeth. From its back arose great 
implore! wings, armed with sharp hooks and 
And such a thing I'll do no more. prongs; it had stout legs in front, 
Caspar: I didn’t wait to hear how the with projecting claws; but there 
Apprentice fared with the Master were no legs behind; the body run- 
Sorcerer, but decided to leave before ning out into a long and powerful 
they cooked up any more black tail, finished off at the end with a 
magic. As I opened the door into barbed point. This tail was coiled 
the hall, the coast was clear, but I up under him, the end sticking up 
had to travel the length of the cor- just back of his wings.’’ Suddenly 
ridor in order to reach my home the creature spoke again. 
room. I had just passed the library Grirrin: Stop standing there gawking 
when I heard footsteps. I glanced around. Sit down where you belong. 
over my shoulder and saw a tall, Can’t you see I’m in charge here? 


dark figure bearing down on me. For Caspar: But you aren’t Miss. . . 
one awful instant it looked as if the Gruirrin: Of course not! I’m not Miss 


monster had no head, but in this I anybody! I’m a griffin and I’ve 
was mistaken. For just as I was come here to take over the English 
about to dodge inside our English classes. 


classroom, my pursuer seized his Caspar: What in the world is a griffin? 
head in both hands and hurled it at} Grirrin: Ignorance, nothing but ig- 


me. With a splintering sound it norance! A griffin, you stupid boy, 
crashed against the door is a carved figure seen on many 
Sounp: Crash, followed by laughter. ancient churches and old buildings. 
Caspar: The demoniaca! laughter rang It is a cross between a dragon and a 
in my ears as I slammed the door be- gargoyle with the worst features of 
hind me. Safely inside, I paused to both. 


catch my breath. I was reasoning Caspar: But how did you get here? 
with myself that I was just the vice- Gruirrin: I have no intention of answer- 
tim of a bad case of nerves when a ing that question. I came because 
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your English teacher needed me. 
She is a poor, overworked, timid 
creature and you boys are running 
away with her! I did the same thing 
once for a Minor Canon, a young 
clergyman in a favorite cathedral of 
mine, and I really straightened out 
his church school in a hurry, I can 
tell you. 

Caspar: I bet you did! 

GriFFin (Chuckling): You should have 
seen the faces of his scholars when 
they arrived and found me at the 
desk! 

Caspar: Oh brother! I can imagine! 

GriFFin: The slowest pupils did their 

time. The laziest 

worked the hardest and the most 
stupid suddenly 
with cleverness. 


lessons in no 


became inspired 

No one was. late, 
no one was absent, and no one for- 
got his homework. 

Caspar: I bet! 

Grirrin: And that’s the way things 
will be around here from now on. 
We'll have no more late book re- 
ports, no more misspelled words, and 
no more chicken tracks to take the 
place of fine penmanship. 
see thal? 

Caspar: What? 


Do you 


GrirFin: Do you see how red the end 
of my tail is getting? That’s a sign 
I’m beginning to get hot under the 
collar! In other words, my tail is 
the barometer of my temper. When 
it turns bright red, you’d better 
watch out. 

Caspar: Oh I will. And anyhow, I’m 
not staying very long. I just came 
to get my algebra paper out of my 
desk. 


GriFFin: Very well then. Get it and 
be quick about it. 

Caspar: Well, what do you know! | 
can’t seem to find it, and it was lay- 
ing right here this afternoon 

GriFFIn ([n a horrible 
what? 

Caspar: It was laying right here this 
afternoon. 

GRIFFIN: That settles it! You've 
murdered the King's English. You'll 
never forget this night! By my 
creator, Frank Stockton, I'll give 
you a lesson in English grammar 
you'll never forget. 

Caspar (Screaming): Help! Help! Let 
me out of here. 

Sounp: Sound of chasing interspersed 


voice): It was 


with crashes and shricks. 

Caspar: The Griffin chased me up and 
down the aisles and over the tops of 
the desks, but I finally escaped and 
ran for shelter to the music room. 
Everything was quiet and I threw 
myself down in a chair to recover 
what little courage I had left. But 
suddenly a weird sound attracted my 
attention. It seemed to be coming 
from the front of the room. As I 
listened, a streak of moonlight fell 
across the floor and in its path I saw 
the bent figure of an old man with 
flowing white hair. There was some- 
thing so strange and terrifying about 
him that I sprang to my feet, but two 
strong arms gripped me and a voice 
whispered in my ear. 

Voice: Sit down! It’s Milner, the Mad 
Musician. Every night at this hour 
he plays his haunted oboe [or violin]. 

Caspar: You'll have to 
Really I must go home and do my 
algebra. 


excuse me. 














Voice: Sh! down. 


Sit The Mad 
Musician never lets anyone interfere 
with his concert. Sh! 


begin. 


He’s about to 


Music: Soloist plays appropriate selec- 
tion on violin or oboe. 

Caspar: As the last notes of that fan- 
tastic music died away, I faded 
away with it, making a beeline for 
my locker. This time I knew I would 
find the paper. But it was not quite 
so easy. Within sight of the locker, I 
noticed the door of the Latin class- 
room slowly begin to open. And just 
as I was passing, a strong arm 
reached out and grabbed me. In 
spite of my protests, I was dragged 
inside where a terrible scene awaited 
me. On the floor in front of the 
teacher’s desk lay a white robed 
figure bathed in a pool of blood. I 
shut my eyes and pulled away, but 
the burly figure who had snatched 
me into the room was giving the 
orders to the band of ruffians gath- 
ered round, each one brandishing a 
bloody dagger. Suddenly I realized 
I was gazing on the murdered body 
of Julius Caesar and I recognized the 
leader of the conspirators as Brutus. 

Brutus: “Stoop, Romans, stoop, 

And let us bathe our hands in Caesar’s 
blood 

Up to the elbows, and besmear our 
swords; 

Then walk we forth 
market place, 


even to the 


And waving our red weapons o’er 
our heads, 
Let’s all ery, ‘Peace, freedom, and 
liberty!’ ’ 
ConsprraToRS: Cheers repeating the 


words “peace, freedom, and liberty.”’ 
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Caspar: As the others stooped to obey 
orders, I tried to make my escape, 
but again the strong hand gripped 
my arm. I struggled in vain. Let 
me go! Let me go! I’m not one of 
the conspirators. 

Consprrators: ’Tis Casca. 
him by his voice. 

Caspar: I’m not Casca. 


We know 


I’m not! My 
name is Caspar. Let me go. Let me go! 

Consprrators: "Tis Cinna, Cinna the 
poet! 

Caspar: I tell you my name is not 
Cinna. It’s Caspar. C-A-S-P-A-R! 

Consprrators: Tear him to pieces! 
Tear him to pieces! 

Caspar: How can I make you under- 
stand? I’m not a poet! I’m Caspar, 
a Latin student. 

Consprratrors: Tear him for his bad 
Latin! Pluck out his heart! (Yells) 
Caspar: I still don’t know how I got 
away from that crazy mob, but I 
suddenly broke the hold on my arm 
and streaked out of the room. They 
failed to follow me and in a few 
seconds I was at my locker. Quick 
as a flash I opened the door, and 
there was my algebra book with the 
paper inside. Without stopping to 
look behind me, I raced out of the 
building and down the steps. Safely 
outside, I turned to look back. 
There were no lights in any of the 
windows, but the whole building 
was bathed in an unearthly green 
glow. I scurried home and slipped 
into my room, only too glad to get 
down to something as solid and 
sensible as algebra. But when I 
opened the book and took out the 
paper, a strange set of questions con- 

fronted me. 











Voice: X, Y and Z were three grave- 
diggers. If X started digging at 
three o’clock in the morning, and Y 
started digging at four o’clock, how 
long will it take Z to find the body? 

Caspar: You can imagine how I felt. 
I tried the second problem but it was 
no better. 

Vorice: Once there were three witches, 
A, Band C. The first witch flew to 
the clock tower and set the hour 
hand at three and the minute hand 
at twelve. The second witch, Witch 
B, then flew up and turned the clock 
back three hours. The third witch, 


C, then flew up, took off the minute 
hand and replaced it with one of her 
broom straws. The problem is to 
find out what time it is. 


Caspar: Wait a minute! Wait a min- 


ute! That’s not hard to figure out! I 
can see by the clock on the wall 
what time it is. It’s time to wind up 
our school broadcast for today with 
a happy, haunted Halloween to 
everyone who is listening. And the 
moral of this story is — the goblins’l] 
git you if you don’t watch out! 


Music: Gay theme, full to finish. 


THE END 





MYSTERY PLAYS for 





























Junior High and Older 
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YOUNG PEOPLE 


by John Murray 


Just Published! A collection of 16 one-act, 
royalty-free mystery and suspense plays. Everyone 
loves a mystery and these original dramas will prove 
exciting for actors and audiences. There are ghosts, mur- 
ders, international intrigues, jewel thefts, missing wills, and 


other spine-tingling situations in this assortment of thrillers. 


(clothbound) 372 pages; $4.00 


Al your bookstore or direct, postpaid, from 


PLA Ys, Inc., Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 














PRODUCTION NOTES 
Play on pages 82-86 


HALLOWEEN Brew 

Characters: 4 male; 4 female. 

Playing Time: 15 minutes 

Costumes’ Witch wears black cape and pointed 
bat. Black Cat wears appropriate mask, 
black knee socks on arms and legs, black 
shirt, leggings and tail; she might wear an 
orange bow around her neck. Hobgoblin 
wears brownie costume and old man’s face 
mask. Jack O’Lantern wears a pumpkin- 
head mask and bright green costume. John 
and Mary wear everyday modern 
Farmer Brown wears a straw hat and cover- 
alls. Widow Smith wears an apron and 
shaw! over her clothes. 

Properties: Large black kettle; pieces of fire- 
wood, red cellophane paper, flashlight; 
ladle; 4 or more soup bowls and spoons; 
boxes of spices marked “Bitterness,” “Dis- 


dress. 


like,” “Envy “Greed,” “Evil Spells,” 
“Kindness,”’ and “Friendliness’’; 2 or more 
apples. 

Setting: Outdoors, in front of the Witch’s 
house. Kettle, resting on firewood, with 
red cellophane and flashlight below to 
simulate fire, stands near center stage. 


There are exits at right and center. The 
Witch’s house may be painted on strips of 
paper attached to screens at left side of 
center exit. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 


Play on pages 63-67 


Tue Wonperrut Wircowarke Srore 


Characters: 2 male; 5 female; as many female 


extras as desired 
Playing Time: 20 minutes. 


Mr. Goblin wears a brownie suit 
with bright peaked cap. Mrs. Goblin also 
wears a brownie suit, with a bright apron 
and a bow at her neck. Ghost wears sheet. 
Witches wear traditional black costumes 
with black pointed hats 

Setting: The Witchware Store. The counter 
is at back of stage, with some paper jack 
o'lanterns at one end and a large pile of 
bandages rolled up at the other. A row of 
brooms stands along left side of the stage, 
with a large sign marked “SPECIAL.” 

Properties; Paper jack o’lanterns, bandages, 
brooms, doorbell, gallon jug of “Serpent’s 
Tooth,” folded colored sheet, folded white 
sheet 


('oslumes 


Lighting: No special effects 


PRODUCTION NOTES 
(Play on pages 75-76) 


Tue Scarecrow Parry 

Characters: 8 male. 

Playing Time: 10 minutes. 

Costumes: Scarecrows wear old hats, tattered 
and patched clothing. Crows wear black 
costumes, fringed cloth attached to wrists 
and neck to suggest wings, also yellow socks 
and beaks. 

Properties: A few ears of corn. 

Setting: A cornfield. A few ears of corn are 
scattered on the ground. Rows of corn may 
be painted on paper and attached to 
screens upstage, if desired. 

Lighting: No special effects. 





PRODUCTION NOTES 
Play on pages 77-81) 


Rosin Hoop Tricks THE SHERIFF 
Characters: 15 male 
soldiers, if desired. 
Playing Time: 15 minutes. 
See illustrated editions of Robin 
Hood for costuming suggestions. Outlaws 
wear green jerkins with scalloped edges, 
stockings, pointed shoes, and caps with 
feathers. They carry bows and arrows and 
wear cardboard knives at their waists; 
Little John’s knife should be larger than the 
rest. Robin Hood’s costume should dis- 
tinguish him from the rest of the outlaws; 
he might wear a bright scarf, a feather of a 
different color, etc. Later, he wears a 
ragged cloak, large enough to cover his 
head and costume. Friar Tuck wears a 
black or brown robe, belted at the waist 
with a length of rope. Peasant Maids 
wear bright skirts, aprons, and peasant 
blouses. Sheriff may wear short red cape 
over dark jerkin and stockings. A sword 
hangs from his waist and he carries a 
staff. Soldiers wear dark jerkins with hoods, 
stockings and carry swords. 
tting: A glade in Sherwood Forest. At 
downstage left, large stones are arranged 
to form a fireplace, with kindling wood 
stacked beside it. Stones, shrubs, and trees 
may be suggested in backdrop, if desired. 
Properties: Kindling wood for Ket, Hob, and 
Much; bows and arrows, knives, tree 
branches for outlaws; stave, cloak, whistle 
for Robin Hood; stave and sword for 
Sheriff; swords and bag of “gold” (filled 
with nails, ete., for jingling sound) for 
Soldiers; pitcher of ‘“‘ale,”’ huge platter of 
“venison.” 
Lighting: No special effects. 


1 female; extras for more 


Costumes: 


va 


a4 








Part Five 


Book Reviews 





Spotlight on Books 


Entrer THE Bauitertna. By Pigeon Crowle. 

Pitman, $2.95. 

This unusual and attractive book is written 
around the childhood and early careers of 
seven famous dancers — Tamara Karsavina, 
Alexandra Danilova, Alicia Markova, Margot 
Fonteyn, Violetta Elvin, Svetlana Beriosova, 
and Maria Tallchief — and the bright garland 
of ballerinas extends from Imperial Russia 
under the Tsars to the ballet of today in Eng- 
land and America. The reader is taken be- 
hind the scenes in the ballet world and learns 
how the great tradition of ballet has developed 
and survived. (Junior high and up) 


Fippier’s Fancy. By Julia Montgomery 
Street. Follett Publishing Company. $2.50. 
Angeline was delighted when a redbird 

flew across her path early one spring morning, 

for it was a sign that someone they were not 
expecting to see was coming to the McCrary 
home. The redbird’s prophecy came true, for 
sure enough, there came the peddler, Mr. 

O'Halloran. His big pack was full of things 

the mountain people wanted and couldn't 

make — and he had his fiddle to make music 
for a play party. 

The author’s first-hand acquaintance with 
the region enriches the story with authentic 
detail and the picturesque idiom of the moun- 
tain people. (Middle grades) 


Wyratr Earp: U. 8. Marsnat. 
H. Holbrook. 
House. $1.50. 
The name of Wyatt Earp ranks as high in 

the history of the Old West as the names of 

Davy Crockett, Wild Bill Hickok, and Buffalo 

Bill Cody, for Wyatt Earp was possibly the 

greatest gunfighter the Old West ever knew. 

Yet this tall, quiet man was the first frontier 

officer who believed that peace could be en- 

forced without bloodshed, and only once did 

he shoot to kill. When he was forced by the 

sheriff of Tombstone, Arizona, to fight or run 
away, he chose to fight, and the exciting true 

story of the showdown battle of the O. K. 

Corral is the climax of this tale of the Old 

West. (Middle grades) 


By Stewart 
A Landmark Book. Random 


Att Aspoutr Birps. By Robert S. Lemmon 
Illustrated by Fritz Kredl. Random House. 


$1.95. 
In All About Birds, Robert 8. Lemmon 
describes the similarities, differences and 


amazing habits of birds. He tells how to 
identify specific birds; study them as a 
scientist; and how to make friends with them. 
(Middle grades and up) 
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Pepys’ Bor. By Rachel Varble. Illustrated by 
Kurt Werth. Doubleday. $2.75, 


From the day he grasped his only legacy, 
his father’s staff, and swaggered off to earn 
his fortune, redheaded Toby Wayneman was 
plunged into the exciting life after the Restora- 
tion of Charles II, from the gay household of 
Samuel Pepys to the salty vagrancy of the 
London waterfront. Rachel Varble has drawn 
on her special knowledge of the seventeenth 
century to bring to life a boy, mentioned with 
despair in Pepys’ Diary, whom she herself 
calls the ‘““Tom Sawyer of the Restoration.” 
(Middle grades and up) 


Tue Pony Express. By Lee Jensen. Grosset 

& Dunlap. $2.50. 

On April 3, 1860, Billy Richardson swung 
into the saddle of a handsome bay mare and 
galloped west from St. Joseph, Missouri, on 
the first trip of the Pony Express. From the 
first trip to the last, the gallant service lasted 
less than two years, but so thrilling was its 
achievement and so colorful its operation 
that its mark on America’s history and legend 
remains indelible. Illustrated with authentic 
pictures from the period plus original draw- 
ings by Nicholas Kggenhoffer, this narrative 
is authentic as well as lively. (Middle grades 
and up) 


Tue Srory or Tuomas Jerrerson. By Earl 
Schenk Miers. Illustrated by Reynold C. 
Pollak. Grosset & Dunlap. $1.50. 


All his life, Tom Jefferson battled for his 
ideas of freedom. In 1776, the American 
Revolution was fought for the very things 
young Tom had always believed in — and it 
was Thomas Jefferson who was chosen to draft 
the Declaration of Independence. Earl Miers’ 
story of the boy who became our third Presi- 
dent will make Thomas Jefferson live again 
for every boy and girl who reads this stirring 
biography. (Middle grades and up 


Mustanc: A Horse or tHe OLp Wear. 
Thomas C. Hinkle & 
$1.50. 

Everyone agreed that Sam McSwain’s big 
bay colt, Mustang, was the smartest, most 
sweet-tempered horse on Horseshoe Ranch. 
And Mustang was to need every bit of the 
stamina he had as he struggled to survive 
months of desperate adventures on the open 
range. The obstacles he encountered from 
the time he was stolen from the Horseshoe 
until he finally made his way back there make 
this an exciting story. (Middle grades) 


By 
Dunlap 


Grosset 





Au. On a Mountain Day. By Aileen Fisher. 


Thomas Nelson & Sons. $2.76. 
With the sensitivity and charm that we 
have grown to expect when Aileen Fisher 


writes about nature, she has written here the 
story of a day in the lives of nine Rocky 
Mountain animals. The Coyote and the Bob- 
cat must hunt to feed their young, and the 
other animals in this story Snowshoe Rab- 
bit, Grouse, Pack Rat, Fawn, Water Ouzel, 
and Marmot — must use their special talents 
to outwit the hunters, and so, on this par- 
ticular day, their paths cross. Miss Fisher's 
writing is vivid and skillful, and the reader 
feels that he has watched at first hand these 
animals acting out their special roles in 


Nature. (Middle grades) 


Tur Book of SONGBIRDS. By Leon A. Haus- 
man, Illustrated by Ned Smith. Grosset & 
Dunlap. $1.95. 

Children can now learn to identify more 
than 80 kinds of birds and their calls with the 
aid of this new Big Treasure Book. In addi- 
tion to 44 pages of text and pictures, The 
Book of Songbirds contains a 78 RPM un- 
breakable record of more than a score of bird 
calls. The child listens to the record, learning 
to identify a bird by its song, then consults the 
text for a picture and complete description of 
the bird he is studying. The impact on the 
child is both visual and auditory in this un- 
usual learning experient e. (Lower and middle 
grades 


Act Ir Ow 
lustrated by 
Press. 82.00 
This collection of acting projects for young 

children is divided into two parts. The first 

part includes acting games, skits, pantomimes, 
and short plays for the children themselves 
the second part consists of playlets for all 
kinds of puppets first shadow 
puppets, rod puppets, and marionettes 

with instructions for type. 

Teachers, scout leaders and dramatics club 

directors should find this book useful for a 

Lower grades and up 


By Bernice Wells Carlson. /I- 
Laszlo Mat slay Abingdon 


puppets, 


handling each 


Variety of ore sions. 


Face Your Avuprence: Auprrion ReapInecs 
POR .¥ rokKs bk lited hy WW illiam Hodapp. 
Hastings House $3.95. 

This varied collection of seripts in mono- 
logue and dialogue form has been selected as 
material for dramatic training, classroom 
reading, and other exercises These selections 
include excerpts from well-known works of 
Shakespeare, Barrie, Steinbeck, Koestler and 
others. Included also are classified lists of 
sources for additional reading material. 


(Teachers and Liirectors 





Co_tumpine: Tue Wurre Car. Adapted by 
Patricia Jones. Illustrated by Jan B. Balet. 
Rand McNally & Co. $1.50. 

How should the old King decide which of 
his three equally handsome, clever and brave 
sons shall inherit his throne? He resolves to 
send them on a difficult quest, and in this 
story, we follow the adventures of the young- 
est prince — how a sudden thunderstorm in 
the deep forest brings him to a most wonder- 
ful castle, where he meets the mysterious 
white cat known as ‘‘Lady Columbine,” who 
has magic powers. Many exciting events are 
vividly described in this beloved old French 
folk tale, retold here with all its original 
charm. (Lower grades 


OTHER BOOKS RECEIVED 


Tus Wizarp or Oz. By L. Frank Baum. 
Illustrated by Evelyn Copelman. Grosset & 
Dunlap. $1.95. 

A new illustrated edition of this children’s 
classic. 


Four Brocraruies. Edited by Jay E. Greene. 

Globe Book Co. $3.00. 

The autobiography of Benjamin Franklin, 
and biographies of Elizabeth Blackwell, 
Michael Pupin, and Will Rogers edited for 
junior and senior high school students. 


By Frederick Houk Law. 


/ 
$2.40 


CREAT ADVENTURES. 
Globe Book Co. 
The true adventures of the explorers of 

Asia, Africa, the Americas, the polar regions, 

and the sea. (Junior and senior high 


AND Orner Piays. By 
The Coach House 


Tue Masrer Cat 
Dorothy Jane Goulding 
Press. $3.50. 

Six plays on varied subjects with detailed 
acting and production notes. 


Tue Curioren’s Picrurs Book or Baier. 

By Felicity Gray. Pitman. $1.95. 

The text and photographs which illustrate 
this book unfold the story of ballet’s growth 
from its earliest days, and describe the 
dancer’s work for those who are just beginning 
to learn. 











%& PLAYS FOR SPECIAL DAYS *% 


* 


* 
* 


in October 


In addition to the plays for holidays and special occasions in this 
subscribers may also obtain plays from previous issues 
Fire Prevention Week 
Middle Grades Lower Grades 
Tue Potka Dor Pup Wo Srartt e Fine 
Wat Harrenep on Ciurrer Srreet 
Grey Guosrs 
October 12th — Columbus Day 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
Tue Guost rrom Genoa Most Memonaure Vovacr 
Day or Destiny THe Weaver's 
Ferrers ann DReams Bryvonp T ' 
I Swat Sait AGAIN Great Bea 
Brave Avminalt For THE GLORY oF Spar 
Lower Grades Radio Play 
A Compass ror CHRISTOPHER Tuein Masesrins COMMAND 
Son Or COLUMBUS 
October 24th — United Nations Day 
Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
CavaLcape or Human Riours ALICE IN PugszLeLaANpD 
TURNING THE TABLES INVASION FROM THE STRATOSPHERE 


A Pray Wrrnout a Name 
Puree ann THE Dracon 


October 28th — Anniversary of the Statue of Liberty 
Radio Play 


Tue Statue Speaks 


October 30th — Halloween 


Junior and Senior High Middle Grades 
Spooks in Books Teer ror a Wrren 
THAT's THE Spinit Wircnes’ Deion 
Be My Guoet Tue Greepy Gost 
SPOOKY SPECTACLES A Cat vor HaLLowren 
Hattoween Luck HaLirowren Gets a New Loox 
Wuewn THe Hurtyvecriy's Done GuosTs on Guarp 
Hometown HaLLoween Tue New Baoom 
Tue Sorr-Hearren Guoert Broom Marker Day 


BewitTcuep anv BewiLpeRep 
Tue Broomericx Beauty 


Lower Grades 


Wo Scarep Wuom 

HALLOWEEN ScanEcRow 

Tue Timip Littite Wires 

Some Tricks Ane Treats 
Someruinec New ror HaLtowren 
Tue Lirrte Wiren Wuo Triepo 
Jacx-O-LanTeRn 

Tue Wrren Docror 

Tue HaLLoween Wisnes 


issue, 


* 


* 
* 





Any of these plays from past issues of our magazine, as well as those in the current 
issue, may be produced royalty-free by subscribers 
may be purchased by current subscribers only for 25c each (50c to non-subseribers). 


When ordering scripts, please give name under which subscription is listed. Otherwise 
regular price of 50c per copy will be charged. To eliminate bookkeeping, we suggest 


that payment accompany playbook orders, especially for small quantities. 








PLAYS, INC. ¢ 8 ARLINGTON ST., BOSTON 16, MASS. 


Single copies of individual plays 








Published Fall. 1956: 


Prize Plays for Teen-Agers 


HELEN Louise MILLER 


a popular 
jerstands how 
dialogue and 


904 pages; $5.00 


Melodramas and Farces 
for Young Actors 


ant J. Dias 


lramas and 


nplete with 


pages, $4.00 


Published Spring, 1956 


ulty-free radio dramatizations 
Varner, Jane Eyre 
Da 4 Copperfield 
Cyrar de Berger Captains 
« Importance of Being Earnest 


nd Older 250 pages; $3.75 


as Silaa 


en Gables 


Mystery Plays for Young People’ 


dramas will prove exe 


and these 16 one-act 
iting for both actors and 
ghosts, murders, inter 
thefts, missing wills, and 
other sjaune-tingiing situations in this assortment 
of thrillers 


Junior High 


yetery 


audiences here are 


national intrigues, jewel 


and Older 372 pages; $4.00 


Patriotic Plays and Programs “ 
by - EEN Fisner and Orive Rape 

A collection of one-act plays, skits, poems, reci- 

tations, and songs on patriotic themes. Ideal for 

celebrating national holidays and special ccca- 

rmance any time during the year 

ugh Junior High. 418 pes.; $4.00 


sions or for perf: 


Lower Grades 





Radio Plays of Famous Stories " 


hy Lewy OLFSON 





amd of 
Royalty-Free Plays for Young People 


STANDARD CLOTHBOUND EDITIONS 


Previously published and -——— 
still popular! 
Jt NIOR Py AYS FOR ALL Occastons** 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen. Lowe 
Middle Gr 76 pages 
PLAYS FOR LivING | aND LEARNING ¥ 
by Helen Louise Mil Lower and Middle G 
$12 pages; $3.50 
vE-RrBpBoN PLays ror GIRLs ¥ 
ed. by Sylvia E. Kameriman Lower Gr. through 
High School 359 pages; $4.00 
Unirep Nations PLays AND PROGRAMS*®¥ 
by Aileen Fisher and Olive Rabe. Lower Grades 
yugh High School 285 pages $3.50 
Suort Piays ror Atit-Boy Casts**¥ 
by Vernon Howard Widdle Grades and Junior 
High 186 pages; $3.00 
HeALTH AND Sarery PLays AND 
PROGRAMS ** 
by Aileen Fisher. Lo 


One-Act P 
by Marjorie P 


thers 


r and Middle Grades. 

267 pages; $3.50 
ays FOR AuL-Giri Casts*¥ 
uradis. Jr. and Sr. High. 

193 pages: $3.00 
Twenty-Five PLays ror Houmays** 
by Mildred Hark and Noel McQueen. Jr. and 
Sr. High 4139 pages; $4.00 
Houmay Procrams ror Boys AND GIRLs*¥ 
by Aileen Fisher. Lower and Middle Grades. 
374 pages; $3.50 
LirrLe Piays ror Lirrte Plavers*¥ 
ed. by Sylvia I Kamerman. Lower Grades. 
335 pages; $3.50 
Hontipay PLays ror Teen-Acers*¥ 
by Helen Louise Miller. Jr. and Sr. High. 
355 pages; $4.00 
Mopern Comepies ror YounG PLayers*¥ 
by Mildred Hark and Noel MeQueen Jr. and 
Sr. High 373 pages; $4 00 
PLAys FoR GREAT OcCCASIONS* 
DuBois. Jr. and Sr. High 
371 pages; $3.50 
Curistmas PLrays ror Younc Acrors*¥ 
ed. by A. 8. Burack. Lower Grades through High 
School 308 pages; $3.50 
tapio PLays FoR YOUNG Propie*¥ 
by Walter Hackett. Jr. and Sr. High 
277 pages; $3.75 


by Graham 


100 PLays ror CHILDREN ** 
ed. by A. 8. Burack. Lower and Middle Grades 
854 pages; $5.00 
On Stace ror TEEN-AGERS** 
by Helen Louise Miller. Jr. and Sr. High 
432 pages: $4.00 
Career PLays ror YounG Peorie*# 
by Samuel 8. Richmond. Jr. and Sr. High 
34) pages; $3.50 
Days*¥ 
MeQueen Middle 
pages: $3.75 


Speciat Plays For Special 
by Mildred Hark and Noel 
Grades through Jr. High 397 








* Listed in the Booklist of the A.L.A 
w Wilson Standard Catalog Cards Available 


“PLAYS. ENC.. Publishers, 8 Arlington St., Boston 16, Mass. 








